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POEMS. 



ZEUXIS AND PARllHASIUS, OR THE PICTURES. 

The seventh day of the month Thargeiion ! 
The sixth had seen all Athens purified 
With lustral water, honoring thus the birth 
Of vestal Artemis. .The seventh had brought 
Apollo's birthday, with its games, to win 
The proud, wild olive garland ; and its songs 
Linked to the lyre in sounding praise to Him, 
God of the phorminx. Then began the march. 
Horses and chariots; sires with laurel boughs 
Crowned with the season's generous fruitage ; maids 
Bearing rich offerings for the altar ; boys 
Pealing as one the Pgean to the God ; 
Lyrists and flutists ; red-robed rhapsodists 
With wands of laurel, chanting Homer's hymn ; 
Youths grouped in Pyrrhic dances ; last of all 
The golden chariot with Apollo's Priest, 
Garbed as the God, in stately grace, erect. 

The pageant now had passed. The lowering light 
Dappled the streets of statues, hovels, shrines 
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ZEUXIS AND PARRHASIUS, 



And palaces, that twined upon the plain, 
Round the Acropolis and step-hewn hill 
Of Ares, with the glittering Parthenon 
Towering o'er all, like Zeus upon his Mount. 

Toward the broad Agora, the festal crowd 

Had long been pouring: it was pulsing now 

With restless, eager life. Here sauntering groups 

Gathered to study, with fixed brows, the laws 

Of Solon, on the columns ; there, to gaze 

Upon the statues gleaming all around. 

Others were streaming through the Porticoes, 

Viewing the paintings in the Poecile, 

The sculptures in the Herm^e, and the shields 

Of gold within Zeus Eleutherius. 

Now rapturous exclamations broke before 

The picture of immortal Marathon 

By Polygnotus, morning-star of Art ; — 

Before young Ares with his helm and spear. 

From the live chisel of Alcamenes ; — 

And now, hushed words of awe before a shrine 

Eeared to the ^gis-shaking Thunderer. 

While here and there a Scythian Guard, with bow 

And skin-cuirass, stalked grim amid the groups 

Or vanished in the tents upon the square. 

Others went strolling thi;ough the merchant-booths 
Ileaped o'er with tempting figs and luscious grapes, 
And dark, ripe olives from the neighboring fields ; 
Dates from Phoenicia, Cappadocian bread, 
Euboean apples, the Corinthian quince ; 
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With amphorae of nectar from the vines 
Of Mende, and the melted gold of Chios. 



As crept the sunset on, the Agora 
Swarmed with the people. 



" Ha, well met, Evander ! " 



Exclaimed young Dion. " But an hour ago 
Thy chariot tracked the Ceramicus." 



I visited the Academy, to breathe 
The gladdening breezes from the ^gean drawn 
Through the green alleys of the groves, and pass 
A golden hour with Plato ! " 



A parasang toward Mount Pentelicus. 

My fleet Samphorii seemed to mount the wind. 

Gods ! I was Helios darting through the heavens I 

Returning, as a sudden sunbeam flashed 

Upon a hoplite's helmet, couched beside 

Achilles' Cenotaph, my eager steed 

Grew restless, and a trumpet ringing sharp 

Midway the Street of Tripods, swerved, and dashed 

My wheel against a plinth. But, Hera! how 

Young Myrtis glows in beauty ! as she glided 

Near the Odeum from the pageant, light 

Beamed from her presence like our sweet Selene. 

A violet garland shone amid her locks. 

And her white mantle waved as waves the olive 

When fanned by Zephyrus " — 

" Pray pardon me ! " 
Exclaimed a youth, "but I am just from Corinth 



" True ! 



" And I drove 
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ZEUXIS AND PARRIIASIUS, 



What mean these words of pictures to be set 
In rivalry ? " 



Between our two great painters ! " Dion said. 

"Parrhasius, the Ephesian, challenges 

Zeuxis of Heraclea ! Look ! dost see 

Two curtained columns — straight across the arm 

Of this wreathed tip-toe statue — underneath 

The plane-trees ? There the pictures will be shown. 

I pray thee share this pedestal with us, 

No fairer spot to see the coming strife ! " 

" Hast seen the men we honor ? those who dwell 

In Athens, but whose fame illumes the world ? " 

Continued Dion, as the stranger took 

His stand beside him. " Let me show them thee ! 

That white-haired man, majestic in his age 

As some old temple, — on whose towering brow 

Reigns thought like Zeus on the Olympian mount, — 

Is Socrates, sublimest sage on earth! 

Here, by this head of Hermes, gazing round, 

With keenest, merriest sparkle in his eye. 

Is Aristophanes, whose ' Clouds ' and ' Wasps ' 

And ' Birds ' make all our Athens shake with mirth. 

There, by that Centaur, clasping the raised hoof 

With wrinkled hand, and tremulous with age. 

Is great Herodotus ! and look, look ! mark 

Yon graceful youth beside Poseidon's car. 

Leaning upon the Triton's curling horn, — 

There stands the pride of Athens : mark him well ! 

Young Plato ! upward soars his eagle mind 

Among the stars, fit realm for his grand thoughts ! 



" A contest for the wreath 
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Than he, not Homer — not even Pericles 
Olympius, hath achieved more lasting wreath ! " 
The crowd still poured along ; some pausing near, 
Others in struggling hurry toward the columns. 
" Ho ! Phylarch ! present too ! " an Archon said. 
Striding from out the Stoa Basileos ; 
" By Phidias ! I would sooner see this strife 
Than win the Pythian chaplet ! But what dust ! " 
Thrusting the crown of myrtle from his brow 
Within his mantle. " Phylarch, let us mount 
The pedestal of Solon's column here, 
And mark the sight." 



But brief while pardon me ! " Then, " Ardys, quick. 

Thy stylus ; fourscore oboli among 

Ten highest in my tribe ere thou dost rest ! " 

" Room for the Senator Evalthon, room ! " 

A bondsman shouted. " Way for him, make way ! 

Said Cos the Targeteer, his crescent shield 

Thrusting this side and that to shape a path 

For the haught Senator, who gazed right on 

With frowning stare, disdaining even a glance. 

" Down with thy buckler ! " said in sudden rage 

Creon the wrestler, as the light shield struck 

His oil-glossed shoulder. " What ! must I who won 

The last Olympic wreath be thrust by thee ? 

Off from my path ! " 



Exclaimed the horseman, Dascon, as the hand 
Of Melas, the fierce hunter from the glens 



" Thanks, noble Archon, thanks ! 



" Back, slave, how darest thou ? back ! " 
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Of wild Cith^ron, touched his crimson tunic ; 
" By Ares ! " flashing forth his crooked blade, 
" I'll smite thee ! " 



The dead wolf borne upon his brawny arm, 
And poising his keen javelin. 



Said Clitus, the huge spearman, thrusting quick 
Between the frowning two, his massive pike ; 
" Seest thou not there the Phylarch, Dascon ? choose 
Brandmark or pillar for thy quarrelling ! " 



" Good comrade ! " sheathing, " I forgot myself," 
Settling the bearskin helmet on his head, 
" To quarrel — with this slave, too ! Let us haste 
And mount Poecile's steps to view the strife 
Between the painters ! " stripping from his arm 
His leathern gauntlet, to the elbow drawn. 
And grasping Clitus by the hand. 



I greet thee well ! " exclaimed young Mygdon, son 

Of Taxiarch Pyrrho. " When from Thessaly ? " 

" Last eve. I came to see the festival 

And drain a bowl with Clito. Such a feast ! 

The wine was richer than a hyacinth. 

And cold as snow could chill it ! " 



Ho ! " growled Melas, flinging down 



No more ! " 



" True, 



Ha, Lys, 



" Didst thou see 



Parmenion at Anthela ? " 

"On the day 
I left Pharsalus, Helios, as he loosed 
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His steeds, beheld me at thy brother's roof. 
We strolled along the banks of the Asopus ; 
And sat among the myrtles of his home. 
The nightingale sang sweetly to Selene, 
Whose silver bathed the Anopoean oaks, 
Made the broad Malian glitter like a gem. 
The Temple of Demeter shine like snow. 
At morn I started toward Thermopylse, 
He with me still. We lingered a short hour 
Beside the Lion of' Leonidas ; 

And proudly dwelt upon the grand Three Hundred, 

Who from the mound, soared to the Immortal Gods 

On wings of glorious battle. Then we gazed 

On GEta's crags, piled up to pierce the clouds. 

And talked of Heracles. At last we grasped 

The hand of parting at the Phocian Wall, 

And my good steed awoke the clattering tones 

Of the paved road toward Athens. Taste my grapes ! 

They purpled a green dell within the Pass 

Of Parnes ! " 

" Thanks, they burst with ripeness ! now," 
Unfolding from his woollen cloak a box, 
" Taste in return my honey ! liquid gold. 
The essence of Hymettus ! it will melt 
Upon the tongue, as used the witching words 
Of Pericles upon the heart, or tones 
That Cyron here can warble to Selene 
On his soft Lydian flute ! " 

" Of Pericles, 
Speak'st thou ? " the Orator Lysippus said. 
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Not only did his music melt the heart ! 

He thundered and he lightened, like grand Zeus 

When wroth among his Gods 1 — Thou here, my lad ? " 

Patting the head of an ungainly boy, 

Who, with an eager ear, was listening close ; — 

" How fond thou art, Demosthenes, of all 

Pertaining to the Orator ; some time 

Thou may'st be one thyself, albeit thy tongue 

Is stammering, and thy gait ungraceful now ; 

Come, hold my hand ! " 



No nation is so old as ours ! " exclaimed 
Medon, the antiquarian, wrathfully. 
To swart Busiris. " We Athenians sprang 
Out of the earth ; this grasshopper of gold," 
Touching the image glittering in his hair, 
" Is emblem of the truth ! " 



In turn, my nation built the pyramids ! 
But when — so far back in the mist of years 
The time — no mortal knows. As for thy race 
Sprung from the earth, 't is scarcely yet above it ! " 

" To me, descendant of Athenian kings 
And Archons ! ho ! by Zeus, I '11 buffet thee ! " 

" Cease, learned Medon, thou dost talk too loud 
For a staid scholiast ! " broke in Myrtilus, 
The laughing Epicurean ! " sup with me 
After the contest ? " 



A merchant to a sailor. " When didst leave 
Fair Chios?" 



" I tell thee once again, 



" And once again, 



" Xares, hail ! " exclaimed 
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" Yestermorn : and Boreas blew 



So kindly, scarce two hours ago, I saw 
The spearhead of our Pallas from the Cape. 
Dost wish a hundred amphoree of wine ? 
My bark at the Pirgean dock is full 
Of juice like sunshine." 



This morn, my Pharus ! " said the fisherman 
Neon, as nigh the two came strolling. 



What dilFerence in our fortunes ! where didst cast ? " 

" Ten, triremes' length off Sunium in a line 

With the fourth pillar of the temple's front. 

I set my nets at midnight, with Selene 

Making the water like a silver plain ; 

Then moored my craft beside the Cape just where 

Six columns threw a sable row of shade ; 

And watched till morn." 



Even to JEgina, but the adverse morn 
Gave me no spoil! By great Poseidon, ne'er 
Will I strive more to rake the sea, but wield 
A crook in Arcady. Yet, hark ye. Neon ! 
Although I gained no spoil, I heard all night 
Sounds that I own, my Neon, made the blood 
Crawl in my veins, — loud, brawling choruses, 
Startling .the silver quiet's brooding ear, — 
That doubtless came from Criton's pirate-band, 
Revelling among their wine-cups. A hoarse voice 
Led off the chorus frequently. That tone 



What a spoil I took 



" Gods. 



" And I," said Pharus, " rowed 
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I heard in old Pentelicus, when, fired 
By vengeance for my cottage burned, I joined 
The spearmen to search out among the glens 
The pirate's cavern. What a fight it was ! 
The roar of Criton's voice along the gorge, 
Thundering his mandates to his band, was like 
The wind among the pines. But he escaped, 
Leaving a score of his red-handed crew 
Dead in his cavern ! " 

" Mark the slanting beam 
Burning on yon old mossy fragment reft 
From the Pelasgic wall ! " said Tyndarus 
The painter to the poet Amphis, both 
Pausing beside the pedestal where stood 
The two Athenians and Corinthian youth. 
" Bright as Athena's tunic ! " said the poet. 
" And see ! " continued eager Tyndarus, 
" The wandering ray that sheathes with glittering mail 
This s worded statue of Miltiades. 
And mark the broken light like golden scales 
Upon the figure of Harmodius, there. 
What contrast to that long and level blaze 
Darting across Cephissus like the flight 
Of golden-sandalled Hermes ! How it fires 
The Pnyx and kindles into amber mist 
The Street of the Hermae ; mark how full it smites 
The Propylaea ! See Athena's helm ! 
It glances like a meteor, and her spear 
Is tipped with quivering flame. If such live hues 
Flashed from my brush, both Zeuxis and Parrhasius 
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Might yield the wreath of glory ; or couldst thou, 
O poet Amphis, flush thy burning thoughts 
With such fine tints of language, what a throng 
Would greet thee at the games, and how the Hall 
Would ring thy plaudits I " 



Couldst thou but paint the glorious moonlight scene 
I saw last night upon ^'Egina's breast, 
Zeuxis, Parrhasius, and Timanthes each 
Might lay their brushes down. The splendid sight 
Glowed on the heart as glows upon the ear 
The tones of Doric music. On the deep 
Selene's eye had cast a spangled path. 
Far brighter than the diamond belt we see 
Stretching along the sky. At one gemmed spot 
Where the rich path began, the brilliance flashed 
In such quick, glancing, dazzling shafts, the nook 
Seemed Aphrodite's birthplace ! '* 



Was not so lovely," said another poet, 
" As that I saw last evening by the side 
Of pure Callirrhoe. The fountain glowed 
As if it had been hollowed from the sun. 
Long streaks of lustre lay along the plain, 
As stretched there for the footsteps of the Gods. 
The dull Cimonian wall was bathed in gloss. 
So that the mosses seemed like stains of gold, 
And the quick lizards, running in and out 
The clefts, like tiny flashes of swift light." 
I stood the same bright hour," said Pandarus, 



And, O Tyndarus, 



Still that light 
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Likewise a poet, " by the Cenotaph 
Of great Euripides. The sunset shot 
Athwart the glassy bay, a blazing cone 
Of stationary lightning, where the sails 
Crossing, were for the moment blotted out. 
Could the Winged God but kindle on my lyre 
The light of that rich eve, another year 
Might see my name upon a tripod traced. 
Tipping some temple built to bear the bronze, 
And, of my tribe, I foremost ! 



And moon must yield to morn ! " said Arsames. 

^' The tremulous light — the melting stars — the hills 

Flaming like shrines as Helios upward springs ! 

The silver mist athwart the purple sea ! 

And the rich brindled plain; I watched the scene 

From the Acropolis, and wished my hand 

Might guide the gleaming steeds across the sky." 

" I mused this morning by the sacred tomb 

Of Pericles ! " said Nys, the Orator. 

" The stars were fading. Eos only looked 

With her red glance, on city, plain, and hills. 

The picture owned no hue nor loveliness. 

Minutes passed by unheeded ; with a start 

At last I woke ; Helios, uprisen, had smote 

With rose the summit of Pentelicus. 

Fold upon fold of soft delicious mist. 

Brushing the kindled sea, went wreathing up 

To melt, like breath, within the azure heavens. 

The peasants, with their fruits and slaughtered kids, 



" Set of sun 
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Were in the pathways branching through the vines 
And olives, or were passing through the gates 
With their glad songs. The trees that fringed the 
walls 

Of Academus, seemed sharp cut in light ; 
And last of all, our glorious Parthenon, 
Reared by the mandate of great Pericles, 
Was bathed in brilliancy till it seemed made 
Of gold and ivory, like the Athena wrought 
By Phidias in its chamber. Then I thought 
How the vast genius of the man who slept 
Below, had, like the uprisen Helios, made 
All Attica, as the broad scene around. 
Leap into light. But pardon me, I find. 
Orator-like, my tongue hath run amiss 
From its true bounds. I am so used to time 
My speech by the clepsydra's drops, I fail 
To rein it when unmeasured ! " 



My shape of Aphrodite newly wrought," 

" Said the famed sculptor Mynes. " Not a speck 

Sullies the sparkling whiteness of the stone. 

The block from which I cut it is as pure 

As e'er was delved from old Pentelicus. 

All day have I been laboring at my task. 

Rounding the waist, and moulding the plump hand 

And dimpled lips, until my fingers ache 

Handling the chisel ! " brushing from his arm 

The marble dust that lay like silver flies 

Over his purple tunic. "I intend 



Come and see 
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To show the figure at the Olympic Games 

The coming year. Who knows but I might win 

Such praises at the booths, that I could ask 

A portico in Athens, by the side 

Of some bright Phidian form ! What fortune, Gods ! 

Gladdened am I my swoln hand is released 
From the tight cestus ; all the afternoon 
Has it been throbbing ! " a strong Boxer said 
To the Quoit-Player near him. 



Is weary with the discus I have swung 
Unceasing all these ^many lingering hours," 
Replied the latter. " Greater far the crowd 
In the Gymnasium all the livelong day 
Than any of the decade." 



Of Zeuxis ! " Pylon to a brother artist. 

''' Rememberest thou the gem Penelope 

Of great Parrhasius ! Can your Zeuxis spread 

Such hues before the eye as glitter there ? " 

" Aye, I will match it by his Helen placed 

In yonder Portico ; all loveliness 

That e'er was lavished upon woman, smiles 

In that rich picture ! " said the opposing artist. 

" Upon those features of sweet beauty glows 

Expression like the play of some bright light 

Reflected from within ! " 



Of that grand picture worthy of the Gods 
By my Parrhasius, — The Athenian People! 



"And my arm 



" Talk no more 



Expression ! think 
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Where the true character of each is shown 
As if the heart were set upon the face." 
" Hath your Parrhasius ever," said the other, 
" Painted a Zeus high towering on his Mount ? 
" Hath Zeuxis ever painted noble Theseus 
Slaying the Minotaur ? " 

" Hath Heracles 
Strangling the Python ever been excelled 
By pencil of Parrhasius ? " 

" Hath the art 
Of Zeuxis e'er such stately honor gained 
As that of great Parrhasius when his brush 
Wrought savage Brontes in his -3iltna-den 
Forging Cyclopean Thunderbolts for Zeus — 
Then, called upon to paint the Lapithse 
Battling the Centaurs on the golden shield 
Of Pallas in the Parthenon ? " 

" Parrhasius ! " 
Exclaimed another painter, " thou forget'st 
Timanthes ! did he not at Samos win 
The wreath from thy Parrhasius when they both, 
Competing with their pictures, drew the strife 
Of Ajax and Ulysses for the arms 
Of great Achilles ? " 

"True, the Samians gave, 
Unjustly, there the olive, but canst thou, 
Hylactor, say Timanthes can compare 
In genius with Parrhasius ! " 

"Truly, aye I 
Or Zeuxis ; his bright Iphigenia 
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And the fierce Cyclops, — pictures rich as gleam 

In any portico of Athens, — prove 

The words I speak. Imagination, grand 

As ever winged the thoughts of Homer, breathes 

From his bold pencil ! " 

" Nay, Hylactor, nay ! " 
Said Ctesiphon. " Imagination, such 
As fired the mind of Homer, only dwells 
In Zeuxis. Great Apollodorus gave 
The wreath to him for grandeur of design 
And fervid tints of color ! " 

" Both must yield 
In outline to Parrhasius ! " Melron said ; 
" His outlines melt so truly on the eye, 
The delicate shadowings but to Nature yield, 
Melting her hills in mist I " 

" Ten tetradrachms 
Upon the coming strife," said Ctesiphon, 
Jingling small silver coins. 

" A stater, I ! " 
Said Melron, showing a gold piece. 

Just then 

Shouts drowned the Agora. Each straining eye 
Was fastened on two forms that now appeared 
Beside the columns. One was frank of brow, 
Beaming in smiles, and wore a wreath of gold. 
The other fewer years had seen ; his front 
Breathed haughtiest scorn. He too wore golden 
wreath, 

And every look flashed out, "Behold a God!" 

The first glanced cheerly round, and shouts pealed forth 
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Of " Zeuxis, Zeuxis ! " With a darkening brow 

The other swept his glance about, and cries 

Rose of " Parrhasius ! " At a sign from each 

Slaves then the curtain drew. Upon the columns 

A picture and a smaller curtain showed. 

Mere clustered grapes, the picture, but so rich, 

So sharply clear, so purply plump they hung, 

It seemed they might be plucked. And as all gazed, 

Lo ! winging their accustomed sunset way 

From the Ilissus toward the Academy, 

Birds shot down suddenly with pointed beaks 

Full at the picture. " lo Ptean ! " up. 

Up went the shouting, " lo Pican ! " it rolled 

All through the Agora. The eager crowd 

Rocked as the sea. The face of Zeuxis glowed. 

The eye of proud Parrhasius darkly flashed, 

Then strayed in fitful glances o'er the throng. 

His limbs grew restless, and all showed that wrath 

Had conquered pride, and that in sudden turn 

Had yielded to most keen anxiety. 

Then pride rushed back ; more stately rose his head. 

And on the crowd he looked with grand disdain. 

Why drawest thou not the curtain ? " As these words 
Of Zeuxis, gazing, wondering, at him, reached 
Parrhasius, wild he started, and a smile 
Shot dazzling o'er his face, and then he turned 
Full on the crowd the grandeur of his front, 
With triumph like a star upon his brow. 
Zeuxis still viewed him wondering, then he gazed 
Broad at the curtain. Fronting next the crowd, 

VOL. II. 2 




18 
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" See, Athenians, Art's great miracle ! 

Behold ! I sweep my hand across in vain ! 

The curtain is the picture ! " Then he looked 

Full on Parrhasius, and with bended brow 

Exclaimed, Zeuxis deceives the birds, but thou 

Deceivest Zeuxis ! Lo, the wreath is thine ! " 

An lo P^AN rose that shook the sky. 

Sent by all Athens. Over and over again 

It rolled, as roll the hoarse ^gean waves 

Upon the echoing marge when winds are loud ; 

Until both Zeuxis and Parrhasius signed 

The slaves to take the pictures from their place. 

The crowd raised one more shout, then broke and streamed, 

Some to Piraeus, through the Thesean Way, 

To view the flower-wreathed, silk-sailed Sacred Ship 

Ready for Delos, and the Paralos, twin 

With the Theoris, in Cantharus moored. 

Some to the goldsmith's and perfumer's shops 

Amid the plane-trees of the Agora. 

Some up the Street of Sculptors, to dissolve 

Before a Phidian statue starred with fame. 

Some to their game of Pila, or to seek 

Lucernas to light up their frescoed walls ; 

Canthara for the customed morning-meal — 

The cake of barley dipped in unmixed wine — 

Cages for the exotic nightingale, 

And vases for the mountain-violet. 

Some to the Fane of Dionysus, scooped. 

Like a huge cave, in the Cecropian rocks. 

To thrill and burn, as Crates, showed, with art 

Of look and tone, Prometheus wedged and chained 
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To the Caucasian crag, what time the burst 

Of eddying lightning whelmed the God's grand eye — 

Precursor of the chasm and winged hound — 

And he called solemn Mother Earth, and ^ther 

With its sweet light, to see the wrongs he suffered ; 

Some up the stately Fortress-Terraces 

That led within the Propylaea ; thence 

To view the bay from the Acropolis, 

Specked with its blinking triremes, of which, chief 

The Hemionis and Nauphante ; wind 

Among the pillars of the Parthenon ; 

Or gaze upon the carved and golden shields 

Along the red and azure architrave, 

The Centaurs in the metopes of the frieze, 

Or dwell upon the dazzling Phidian shape 

Of Pallas, reared in gold and ivory, 

Within the temple ; or ascend the steps 

Back of the Goddess, to the open roof, 

Or listen to the golden music born 

Of the turned door-ways. Others stood beneath 

The Fighter in the Front, whose towering spear 

Cast rays to Sunium ; and, in after-times 

Shot terror in the heart of Alaric 

Leading his fierce, wild hordes to sack and slay, 

So that he turned his savage riders back. 

Deeming the form a phantom of the heavens, 

And shuddered, nightly, in his wolf-skin tent 

Mid Scythian forests. Others strolled within 

The tri-formed Erechtheum, to discern 

Poseidon's wakened well, and Trident-dent; 

Athena's ever-sprouting Olive-tree ; 
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See the gold sabre of Mardonius, 
Reminder of immortal Marathon ; 

And view the stee^D, black vault, with shuddering awe, 

Where coiled the Sacred Serpent, and to kneel 

Where Cecrops slept. Some sought the Prytaneum 

Shrining the Sacred Fire, to light anew 

Their dark Penates. Twilight's delicate blush 

Faded ; — the first white, throbbing stars stole out, 

The terraced roofs held many a family-group 

Tasting the coolness of the darkening hour. 

Or at their meal reclining underneath 

The palpitating swarming of the sky. 

The Enneacrunos-pipes showed female slaves 

That, crowned with their brimmed vases, tripped away. 

Hundreds of flambeaux glanced along the streets. 

The golden lamp that burned unceasingly 

Before Athena's shape of olive-wood 

The sire Zeus sent in thunders from his throne — 

More sacred than the Phidian Form within 

The Parthenon, and where the Panathenaic Feast 

Hung the grand Peplus — through the gold-bronzed gates 

The Erectheum wore, sparkled, a star. 

While, underneath the height, the Sacred Fire, 

Caught from the sun, off Hestia's altar blazed 

Bold as a beacon. Crimson dots of light 

Grew o'er the city ; — glittering at the shrines. 

The feet of columns, in the porticos. 

And by the statues. Then the midnight's calm, 

Unbroken, save by one low, mellow hum. 

The rumble of the ^gean on his shore. 

As though the Night were breathing in her sleep. 
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The sky shines a sapphire, the clouds glitter white, 
The wind from the west winnows blandly and light; 
In gloss of pure gold spreads the sunshine below — 
The grass, leaves, and blossoms rejoice in the glow ; 
The shadows, cast down by the air-skimming sails, 
Are rippling o'er hill-tops and glancing o'er vales ; 
'T is the day for our picnic, let 's haste, or the sun 
Will be dipping below ere our long path is won. 

At length, from all parts of the village, we throng, 
O'er the maple-lined sidewalk we scatter along. 
Our baskets well stored, and so loud our delight 
That we start Ta^Sfett's team from Nate's store in 
affright. 

We pass by the office — " James, why do you wait ? " 
To a laggard, shouts Cady — " you 're always too late 1 " 
We turn the stone store — up the Pleasant Lake road ; 
Green, richer, the fields on each side never showed ; 
We pass the flat rock where we oflen found rest. 
When, on our return-walk, gleamed golden the west ; 
On the hill-brow we turn, the white village to view, 
Its three modest steeples traced clear on the blue ; 
To the right the pearled pond — then we enter the 



wood, 




22 



THE PICNIC. 



Its echoes leap out to our frolicsome mood ; 
The sweet, ringing laugh of gay Martha is heard, 
And Kate trips^ along with the grace of a bird ; 
To the wind's downy kisses, bares Sarah her brow, 
And Mary's black eyes were ne'er brighter than now. 
While one, grave and thoughtful, to each proffers aid, 
My friend, sleeping now in the valley of shade ! 
As a cloud over sunshine, remembrance of thee. 
My boyhood's companion ! draws sadness o'er me. 
" Alf, faster ! " cries Cady, " and mind where you go ! 
Bring your thoughts from the clouds ! you mope on- 
ward so slow ! " 
"VYe all move on speedily ; down the descent 
With song, talk, and laughter, our journey is bent. 
" Alf, carry this basket I " says Hull, in a huff 
At the speed of our way, " I 've had trouble enough ! " 
" That rose ! " cries Louisa ; and instant the stem 
Is mourning the loss of its beautiful gem. 
Our party has reached now the foot of the hill, 
And we rest for a space on the trunk by the rill. 
One twists from the hopple a chalice of green. 
And stoops, for the lymph, the dense thicket between ; 
One whirls a thick branch, as the fine twanging sound 
Of that insect-dragoon, the mosquito, rings round, 
While Hull, never loath, takes immediate seat, 
Complaining in bass of the dust and the heat. 
We leave the green spot, our swift journey resume — 
The forest twines closer its cool verdant gloom ; 
Above, like an arbor, the green branches meet, 
And the moss springs elastic, yet soft, to our feet. 
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The shade is so dense, the gray rabbit scarce fears 
To show, o'er the fern-clump, his long, peering ears, 
And the saucy red squirrel, erect on his spray. 
Were unseen, if his chatter-tongue did not betray. 
A scatter of viands, with plunge in the brake. 
As one stumbles o'er a coiled root, like a snake ; 
A laugh from the group, and a lofty-perched crow 
Lifts foot with a croak, and looks wisely below. 
But onward we journey — we catch as we pass 
Through vistas, quick glimpses of streamlet and grass ; 
Then fitful we loiter by mounds plump in moss, 
With sunshine like bars of gold lying across ; 
We peel the sweet birch-bark, we pluck from the ground 
The rich, pungent wintergreen growing around. 
We taste the sour sorrel, in handfuls we pick 
The bright partridge-berry sown crimson and thick ; 
We hear the near quail, from the rye-stubble, call. 
And mark the ground-squirrel shoot over the wall, 
Then forward again, with new strength, on our way, 
Our footsteps as light as our bosoms are gay ; 
A whirr — and, so sudden, the heart gives a bound, 
The partridge bursts up from his basin of ground ; 
Three notes like a fife's — first, a water-like strain, 
Then high, and then shrill — all repeated again ; 
'T is the brown-thrasher, perched on yon pine grim and 
dark, 

Our sweetest of minstrels — our own native lark. 
We pass the low saw-mill — the bridge o'er the brook, 
Where it glides, slow and deep, by each alder-clothed 



nook. 
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We toil up the hill — o'er the fields are the frames 
Of hemlocks, scathed black by the fierce fallow-flames, 
Or girdled, with half-naked trunks smooth and gray. 
To catch the red lightning, or sink in decay. 
Again the wood closes — still wend we along, 
Approaching the robin, it ceases its song ; 
The black-snake, warm basking, his sunlight forsakes, 
As, at the loud beat of our tread, he awakes ; 
The trees shrink away — one more hill to our feet 
And our eyes Pleasant Lake in its beauty will greet. 
There glitters its outlet — still upward we pass, 
And there spreads its beautiful bosom of glass. 
On the east lifts a hill, low and rounded its crown, 
With a slope, like a robe, on each side falling down, 
All verdant with meadow, and golden with grain, 
From its top to the edge of the bright, liquid plain ; 
Thence the banks sweeping round to the north and 
the west. 

With clearing and field interspersed on their breast, 
Are lost in the frown of the dense, tangled Wood, 
That hides, with its shadows, the southernmost flood. 
How quiet, how peaceful, how lovely the scene I 
The glossy black shades from yon headlands of green, 
That sheet of pure crystal which spreads from the 
shore, 

Now darkening, as lightly the breeze tramples o'er, 
Those shafts of quick brilliance — these splendors of light 
So painful, so blinding, eye shrinks from the sight ; 
And still, to our fixed gaze, new colors reveal, — 
Here, gleaming like silver ; there, flashing like steel. 
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We hear in the stillness the low of the herd, 
The sound of the sheep-bell, the chirp of the bird, 
All borne from the opposite border — and hark! 
How the echoes long mimic the dog's rapid bark ! 
See that white gleaming streak — 't is the wake of 
the loon 

As she oars her swift passage — her dive will be soon ; 

She vanishes — upward again to the sight, 

Her dappled back lit by a pencil of light ; 

But the bark has aroused her — she 's seeking to fly, 

She stretches her neck with shrill, tremulous cry; 

She flounders in low heavy circles just o'er. 

Till, nerved by the loud, hostile sounds from the shore, 

Uprising, she shoots like a dart to her brood. 

Close hid in the water-plants edging the wood. 

On this soft, grassy dingle the cloth is displayed ; 
A maple bends over its golden-streaked shade ; 
We place cup and trencher — the viands are spread, 
While a pile of pine-knots flame a pillar of red ; 
We slice the rich lemon, the gifts of the spring 
Bubbling up in its cool, sandy basin we bring ; 
The white, glistening sugar, the butter like gold. 
And the fruits of the garden, our baskets unfold — 
The raspberry, bowl-shaped — the jet, tiny cone 
Of the blackberry, plucked from the thickets are shown. 
All grace the grass-table ; our cups mantle free 
With dark purple coffee, and light amber tea ; 
Wood, water, and bank, tell the laugh and the jest. 
And the goddess of Mirth reigns supreme in the breast. 
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The sunset is slanting ; a pyramid bright 
Is traced on the waters in spangles of light ; 
A gray blending glimmer then steals like a pall ; 
Gold leaves hill and tree-top — brown deepens o'er all ; 
The bat wheels around, sends the night-hawk his cry, 
The whippoorwill whistles her sad lullaby; 
Far voices steal touching the ear with a charm. 
The bark of the watch-dog sounds faint from the farm ; 
We smile at the hoarse heaved-up roar of the frog, 
And his half-smothered gulp as he dives from his log ; 
And then hasten homeward, fatigued, but still gay, 
With the beautiful moonlight to brighten our way. 




THE BASIN. 



From the steep city street, and from the shore 
Of the broad river, crimson, tall, and slim. 
The mill is seen ; and when the slanting sun 
Throws the sweet witchery of its light and shade 
Over the eastern slope, the windows flash 
In one blent glare of gold. 



With black gigantic pencil, o'er the earth 

Has sketched each object, and with vagrant tread 

I wander where it lists me. From the marge 

By which the white sail steals, and now and then 

The clattering steamer darts, I upward pass. 

Till a deep basin walled with sheer steep banks 

Eeceives my foot. Midway above, the trunks 

Of twisted pines are slanting, seemingly 

As though to pitch down headlong they had sought, 

And then been spell-bound. 



The oval basin, but a stripe of light 
Its edges bathes ; it seems a Titan cup 
Rimmed rich with gold. Beneath, the smooth-worn 
rock 

Is cloven into channels by the stream 



The afternoon 



Dusky shadow fills 
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That creeps, divided into threads, along, 

Moistening the clumps of tall rank grass and moss 

Spotting this floor of rock. Without, the sun, 

Though sinking, beats with fierceness, but the air 

Breathes cool and damp within this walled recess. 

Calming the fevered blood, and gliding o'er 

The brow with delicate smoothness. On this root, 

So twisted as to form a rustic seat, 

I rest, and shape in dreamy indolence 

The shadows glimmering in the haunted realm 

Of Fancy, till the hemlock's apex shows 

No more its tip of light, and treading down 

To the calm river-side, I see the wave 

Glassing the softness of the twilight clouds. 

Before me, like the sparks of fire-flies, gleam 

The city's evening lights ; while its loud tongue. 

That through the day gives out its myriad sounds. 

Sinks to the mingled murmurs that at last 

Die in the voiceless slumbers of the night. 




A JUNE DAY. 



June! Summer's bright and loveliest child! 

Now glow thy sweet and golden hours : 
Thy breath, the breezes whispering mild ; 

Thy robe, the woven grass and flowers ; 
Thy eye, the sunshine glittering gay ; 
Thy voice, the wild bird's sylvan lay ; 

Thy crest, the forest-bowers. 

Along that brilliant arch of sky. 

The clouds display their glittering white ; 
Here, in soft fleecy folds they lie ; 

There, like pure snowflakes spotted bright ; 
Here a curled plume ; a castle there. 
With flag and battlement in air ; 

A rich, and radiant sight. 

Upon yon wood the sunlight lays 
Its scattered gems, or sheds across 

A stream of broad deep lustrous blaze. 
Steeping the leaves in golden gloss, — 

Or melting through the bowers, its tinge 

Pencils below a checkered fringe 
On the wild-flower and moss. 
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Lovely and sweet as Fancy's dream. 
That distant landscape melts in light; 

In tenderest tints those mountains seem 
To blend with yon horizon bright ; 

That grassy vale — that sloping hill — 

This spreading field — this sparkling rill — 
All charm my raptured sight. 

The balmy wind, when first it wakes, 

Scarce stirs the bowers around me flung ; 

Then swells it through this tree that shakes 
Till every leaf has found a tongue ; 

Then swift within yon quivering wood 

It stirs to song the solitude. 
As though an organ rung. 

Its fairy arch, how light and green 

The birch hangs o'er yon lakelet's breast, 

Where sky, and cloud, -and rock are seen 
In soft reflected hues to rest; 

How rich that tasselled bank of flowers, 

Where sleeps the wave in diamond showers, 
With sedge and lily dressed. 

Late, frowned a scene of gloom and dread ; 

Black from the west rolled cloud o'er cloud, 
Shedding wan lustre — then o'erhead 

Burst the storm-demon from his shroud, 
Swept the loud blast ; — the lightning gleamed ; — 
The thunder crashed — the rain-sheets streamed — 

Earth shook — the forest bowed. 
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Then the clouds broke — flashed through the light, 
Laughed the pure heaven fresh, blue, and fair. 

The cool winds in their gentle flight 

Kissed flower and leaf — sweet flowed the air — 

Glowed the green turf — the eastern skies 

Showed their gemmed arch of opal dyes, 
A sun-winged spirit there. 

'T was bright, but lovelier far are now 
That softened landscape's golden hush — 

This forest-side — yon sky's rich brow — 

Those groups of flowers — that torrent's gush, 

Which pours from out its rocky urn, 

O'er the green moss and sculptured fern. 
In mimic boil and rush. 

Like a winged tulip floats around 

The butterfly in airy rings, 
And joyous through the verdant ground 

Each summer insect chirps and springs ; 
And now and then a wandering bee 
Darts by me, full of life and glee. 

With music in its wings. 

Whistles the thrush its flutelike lay 

Amid this clustering leafy shade 
Wliich twines in dense and green array, 

Pavilion, arch, and colonnade ; 
A group of songsters carols near, 
W^hile sends the squirrel to my ear 

Its shrill bark from the glade. 
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Thus the heart's June, when being's sky 
Is bright, and music fills the air ; 

"When Hope's quick tread and laughing eye 
Lure to a future fresh and fair. 

But oh ! beyond, how dark the years 

Where roams the soul with sighs and fears, 
A desert bleak and bare ! 




WINTER. 



"With howling fury Winter makes his bound 

Upon us, freezing Nature at a look. 

He dashes out the sweet and dreamy hues 

Of Indian Summer, so that where the eye 

The golden softness and the purple haze 

Beheld at i oon, at sunset sees the mist 

Darken around the landscape, and the ear, 

Nestling upon its pillow, hears the sleet 

Ticking against the" casement, while within 

The silvery cracking of the kindling coal 

Keeps merry chime. The morning rises up, 

And lo ! the dazzling picture ! Every tree 

Seems carved from steel, the silent hills are helmed, 

And the broad fields wear breastplates. Over all 

The sunshine flashes in a keen white blaze 

Of splendor, searing eyesight. Go abroad ! 

The branches yield crisp cracklings, now and then 

Sending a shower of rattling diamonds down 

On the mailed earth, as freshens the light wind. 

The hemlock stands a stooping bower of ice, 

And the oak seems as though a fairy's wand 

Had, the past night, transformed its skeleton frame 

To a rich structure trembling o'er with tints 
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Of rainbow beauty. But the strengthening sun 
Soon melts the whole enchantment from the sight. 

Then the gray snow-cloud from the dim southwest 
Eises, and veils the sky. The vapory air 
Is freckled with the flakes, till o'er the scene 
There steals a gradual hue of white, like sleep 
Muffling the senses. From the freezing North 
The mighty blast now tramples, whirling up 
In mist the snow, and dashing it along, 
As the lashed ocean dashes on its spray. 
Through the long frowning night is heard the war 
Of the fierce tempest. Woe ! oh, bitter woe 
For Poverty ! — here shivering in dark sheds. 
And cowering, there, by embers dying out 
In the white ashes. Woe ! oh, bitter woe ! 
The starving mother, and the moaning babe 
And aged, feeling in their veins the blood 
Freezing forever ! Thou whose board is spread — 
Wlio sittest by thy household fire in peace — 
Think of thy brother's lot, condemned to die 
Hungry and naked in a pitiless world 
Made for the use of all by Him who saith. 
That not a sparrow falleth to the ground 
Unnoted ; think, and let sweet Charity 
That white-winged angel, keep her blessed watch 
Beside the kindled altar of thy heart. 

Then the bland wind comes winnowing from the South, 
And the snow melts like breath. The withered grass 




WINTER. 



35 



Is bare ; in forest paths the moss is green ; 

And in old garden nooks peers tearful out 

The frozen violet; purlings low of rills 

Flashing all round from vanishing banks and drifts, 

Are heard. May's softness steals along the air, 

And the deep sunshine smiles on limb and earth, 

As if to draw the leaves and blossoms forth ; 

But soon the mellow sweetness dies away, 

And Winter holds his bitter sway again. 

Yet is he not a foe. Behold, he casts 
His downy robe o'er Nature's torpid sleep ; 
That, when again he draws his mantle warm 
At Spring's command, a glory shall burst forth, 
And the wide air be filled with breath of praise, — 
The delicate breath of tree, and plant, and flower 
Rising to heaven like incense. 




BEWAEE THE BOWL. 

Beware the bowl! though rich and bright 
Its rubies flash upon the sight, 
An adder coils its depths beneath, 
Whose lure is woe, whose sting is death. 

Beware the bowl ! though round it twine 
The wreaths from Pleasure's rosiest shrine. 
The thorn is lurking mid the bloom 
That strews the entrance to the tomb. 

Beware the bowl ! though wit may gleam, 
And song sound gladly o'er its stream : 
That gleam will turn to lightning glare; 
That song will cease in mute despair. 

Beware the bowl ! by all the woe 
That lies within its poisoned flow — 
By all the hopes that cheer the soul. 
Through life, in death, beware the bowl 1 




A WINTER SUNSET. 



Nature's great eye, low beaming in the west, 

Pours sweetest light upon this mountain-road, 

Pleasant in Summer with delicious grass 

And checkered shadows from the bowery limbs ; 

But mantled now in snow that, beaten hard. 

Creaks to my footsteps. The green hemlock smiles, 

Speckled with gold ; the oak's sear foliage, still 

Tight clinging to the boughs, is kindled up 

To a rich brown, and on the carpet-snow 

Glows a soft blush. At hand, a steep abyss 

Lets down my eye upon the hollow. Pale 

In its chill robe it lies, with dusky lines 

Of crossing fences — groups of orchard-trees 

And roofs, like dingy patches, scattered o'er. 

But now the broad dilated sun has stooped 

To the blue line of hills along the west. 

Lower it falls, until a shred of light 

Glitters, then sinks, and the red sky is bare. 




THE EEMAINS OF NAPOLEON. 



Glory to France ! that heart which towered 

More proud and firm, more fierce the shock, 
But which in stagnant quiet cowered 

And broke upon the desert rock; 
He, whose stern cannon-voice was law, 
Whose look held earth in breathless awe ; 
Whose crown was formed of royal gems 
Severed from conquered diadems ; 
Whose seat was but a pile of thrones 
Wrested from dull and slumberous drones, 
Glory to France ! — no longer rests 
Where the rude isle the ocean breasts ; 
But in the sunny, vine-clad land 
That once bowed humbly to his hand, 
Trophied by all his genius won. 
Now sleeps the great Napoleon. 

Oh when that proud majestic form 
That lived but in the battle-storm. 
Was placed within the sainted earth, 
Eites should have then been paid of fitting worth. 
All the bright flags his valor gained, 
Scorched by the blaze, by slaughter stained. 




THE REMAINS OF NAPOLEON. 39 



Into one stately mantle made, 
Should the great chieftain have arrayed ; 
Then all the cannon which he won 
When conflict blotted out the sun, 
Ranged in one sweeping, frowning line 
Before the hero's funeral shrine, 
Should, as the tomb was closing o'er 
In one stern earthquake sound have thundered forth 
their roar. 




THE ANCESTRAL TOMBS. 



TRANSLATED FKOM THE GERMAN OF UHLAND. 



Over the heath an aged man 

To the olden chapel-pile 
Once came, with armor upon his breast, 

And entered the gloomy aisle. 

The proud tombs of his ancestors 
Stood round in solemn throng ; 

Hark ! from a far recess he heard 
A wild mysterious song. 

" Oh, yes, ye hero-spirits, yes, 
I hear your summoning cry ! 

Your ranks I close, hail, hail to me, 
Worthy of you am I ! " 

Within the shadow cold, there stood 
An empty tomb wide-spread ; 

This chose he for a resting-place. 
With his shield beneath his head. 
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He folded then his hands around 
The sword, his slumbers won : 

The wild mysterious music ceased, 
Well might it then be done. 
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When heart and hope were young, 
And Pleasure waved her pinion wreathed with flowers, 

When tears that transient sprung 
Called but Joy's rainbow brighter from the showers — 

Nature was radiant then 
With high and holy beauty; the blue sky — 

The mount — the stream — the glen — 
Seemed hallowed with a charm that could not die. 

The summer wind at noon ; 
The stars that glowed for thought ; night's stillness deep ; 

The pure and silver moon 
That kept as with a spell the eye from sleep; — 

These then a language bore 
That thrilled the bosom, sweet, yet strange and wild ; 

Oh ! in this life once more 
Can the world-weary feel as when a child ! 

Yes, in the icy gloom 
And desert of our life, some ray is given 

The darkness to illume ; 
And then our rapture, — it is born of heaven ! 
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The feelings of. the past, 
The pure, fresh, cloudless sunbeams of the heart, 

A holy radiance cast. 
And leave a golden glow when they depart. 

Thus Memory to the eye 
Of one condemned in foreign lands to roam. 

Restores the summer sky. 
The streams and flowers and music of his home. 

And to the captive lone 
She comes — the bonds, the dungeon gloom are o'er ; 

Lo ! freedom is his own, 
His soul is on the chainless winds once more. 




A COMMON SCENE. 



The sky with silver throngs of sleeping clouds 

Is spotted, and a harmony of hues, 

Azure and white, are there ; a genial warmth 

Burns in the sun-glance ; from that lowly vale 

A smoke- wreath curls — a rustic chimney peeps 

Through the thick foliage ; in the furrowing field 

The ploughman guides his team and whistles blithe. 

Around the brink of that blue fairy lake 

A laughing group of children stand to watch 

That frail bark speeding with its tiny sail 

Across the dimpling, mirror ; now it moors 

Within yon knot of water-plants ; from out 

The tree that dances in the wind, a wren 

Is warbling to its mate within a bush ; 

The cattle lazily repose beneath 

The meadow shade, or stoop to drink the rill 

That freshens the green herbs. A summer scene, 

Common, yet lovely. 




MY FEIENDS. 



I HAD four friends, in life's enchanted season, 

When yonth o'er all things sheds its golden glow ; 

When Fancy's empire is our world, and Eeason 
Over that empire seeks no shade to throw. 

fairy time ! season full of sweetness ! 
Why hast thou fled and left me so forlorn ! 

Time to the happy wears a wing of fleetness, 

But slow, how slow, he steals to those that mourn ! 

Those four dear friends ! so different mind and feature 
One from the other ! and yet each so bright ! 

1 wonder now that any living creature 

Could e'er have filled my heart with such delight. 
How fondly, fondly memory dwells upon them ! 

Lo, here they stand as in old happy days ! 
Ere the false phantoms of the world had won them 

To wander darkly in its fatal ways. 

One was a spirit, restless, reckless, eager, 
Ever the foremost in each daring game; 

Wands would he wield, and snow-built forts beleaguer, 
With voice all fury and with eye all flame. 
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Ah my poor friend ! fast, fast he now is sleeping 
On the red field where he so bravely fought ; 

The moss-robed cypress watch above him keeping — 
With all his fiery dreams of glory naught. 

Well I remember the bright morn he left me 

For Montezumas' Halls, far, far away ; 
It seemed as if the sunshine was bereft me ; 

Lone, oh, how lone, I felt for many a day ! 
At length the tidings came ; — he fell while dashing 

Into the battle's reddest, wildest wave — 
The war-cry on his tongue — his good sword flashing 

Above his head — the bravest of the brave. 

The other was a youth all soft and pensive. 

Thought in his eye, and genius on his brow ; 
In our wild sports he acted the defensive, 

To our boy's tyranny would only bow. 
Oft did he steal away to some lone dingle. 

And on the greensward couch himself for hours, 
Watching the shadow and the sunlight mingle, 

Talking with birds, and making love to flowers. 

Alas, the mild ! alas, the gentle hearted ! 

Alas, alas, the suffering child of song ! 
Dream after dream from his wrung soul departed ; 

He fondly looked for right and found but wrong. 
Lays did he sing of sweet and tender ' beauty, 

Yet fail to win the world's capricious breath ; 
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His lyre lie broke at last to tyrant Duty, 
And faded, meek and silent, into death. 

The third was thoughtful too, but strong and fearless, 
Formed to lead men ; to mould their minds at will ; 

To tread, no matter how forlorn and cheerless. 
The path of life, unbent and hopeful still. 

First of his class — with deep and careful study, 
He gemmed his brain — and though he bent not 
o'er 

The poet's page, from actions stern and bloody 
He also turned to seek the statesman's lore. 

Alas, the calm ! alas, the proud, high-minded ! 

"What though he scaled the hill with haughty tread ! 
There did he stand, with vision almost blinded. 

With almost every hue from being fled. 
What was his fame ! his best hours had he wasted 

To win the garland, worthless now when gained ! 
Bitter the cup at first so fondly tasted ! 

His youth was gone, and what, oh, what remained ! 

The fourth and last — a young girl bright and tender ! 

With smiles so radiant, and such holy eyes, 
None could behold her, and not homage render. 

As if she were some wanderer from the skies. 
Her simplest tones were music, oh, how thrilling ! 

Her laugh was like the warble of a bird ! 
And when she wept, you felt your own eyes filling 

As though some seraph's sorrowing moan you heard. 
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MY FRIENDS, 



At length her smiles shone less and less and vanished — ■ 

Tears came more often, and her cheek turned pale — 
Her eyes grew holier — her hght step was banished — 

And day by day her being seemed to fail. 
Yes, day by day we saw the dear one fading, 

Nor knew we what with life so wildly strove, 
Till with last sigh, but still with no upbraiding, 

She told her story of forsaken love. 
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HENRY CLAY. 



Song to the Statesman pure and wise ! 

The Patriot true and bold ! 
Where'er our trophied Eagle flies, 

His name with pride is told. 
From Maine's dark pines and crags of snow, 
To where Magnolian breezes blow 

O'er rich Floridian flowers ; 
From hilly East to prairied West, 
We hail him as our mightiest — 

Rejoice in him as ours. 

Thrice, when the tempest o'er us hung, 

And roared destruction's wave. 
Like light from darkness forth he sprung 

To guide us and to save ; 
In the fierce flashings of the storm 
We saw his proud undaunted form 

Upon the quivering deck, 
As, with his eye on Union's star, 
By his unswerving arm, afar 

He bore us from the wreck. 

His bosom beat in sympathy 
yrhere'er, throughout the world, 
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HENRY CLAY, 



The nations, struggling from the knee, 

Have Freedom's Flag unfmied. 
Say, Greece ! when nations saw you bleed, 
Wlio, trumpet-tongued, proclaimed your need? 

And climes of Andes, say ! 
That columned land will answering shout. 
And those stern summits thunder out, 

The name of Henry Clay. 

A soul where patriot love intense 

And frankest feelings swelled ; 
A heart-entrancing eloquence ; 

A courage never quelled ; 
No paltry limits bound his fame. 
An Empire's scattered myriads claim, 

On mountains wild and lone. 
In the thronged city's busy streets, 
In the green forest's calm retreats. 

His glory as their own. 

What though Detraction long essayed 

To cloud him ; it was vain ! 
Down from the height himself had made 

He smiled in calm disdain. 
The trembling willow may be stirred 
By the light touch of breeze and bird, 

The storm bend low its length ; 
The oak, though tempests sweep the sky, 
Uplifts its lordly head on high 

Sublime in conscious strength. 
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Song to the great ! no diadem 

Would fame on him have shed ! 
But how our nation's grandest gem 

Had brightened on his head! 
Familiar as a household word, 
In after ages will be heard — 

When our years roll away — 
A theme for praise in happy hours, 
A, trumpet-blast when danger lowers, 

The name of Henry Clay. 
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DELIVERED OX LAYI^'G THE CORNER-STONE OF THE NEW YORK 
STATE INEBRIATE ASYLU^r, AT BINGITAMTON, 
SEPTEMBER 24, 1858. 

w HEN Sin made wreck of this enchanting earth. 

And all things evil ushered into birth, 

Divinest Pity, hastening from on high. 

Marking man's ruin v^ith forgiving sigh, 

Bade Seraph Charity, unwavering, stay 

To sooth his sorrow and to smooth his way. 

And ever since has this sweet spirit shed 
Celestial music from her heavenly tread, 
And her bright brow, illumed with lambent light. 
Changed into fairest day the stormiest night. 

Of all the evils darkening here below. 
Thy hand, Intemperance, works the direst woe! 
Could all the gathered tears attest thy might, 
What a wide sea would welter on the sight! 
Could all the moans be heard from thy career, 
What a wild sound would peal upon the ear I 
Could all thy victims march in dread array. 
Across the world would stretch their blackening way! 
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Foe of the race, what horrors mark thy shrine I 
"What fatal lures, what fearful victories, thine ! 
Thine the poor drunkard, revelling in his shame ; 
Thine the young bride that bears his blighted name ; 
Thine the lost child that sees the fingered scorn, 
And feels night's shadow mantling o'er its morn; 
Thine the vast dead that passed without a sign ; 
The darkened hosts of starry natures, thine ; 
Thine the red arm that wields the murderer's knife, 
And thine the idiot's drivelling death in life ; 
From thee the maniac's tortured shrieks ascend, 
The nerves frame spectres to the horrid end ; 
From thee fresh youth bows down his head to die, 
And age, even ere its end, yields up its sigh. 
War ! thy wild chariot rolls o'er piles of slain, 
Thou drenchest empires in thy crimson rain ! 
Thy victims. Pestilence ! uncounted fall. 
Till heaven seems mantled with unpitying pall ! 
Famine ! thy gaunt imploring arms are spread. 
Thy pale lips murmuring, " Give me, give me bread ! 
But veil your brows before the hideous glooms 
Of this dread monarch over myriad tombs ! 
Sovereign Guardian o'er this world of ours. 
Against Thy throne this fiend, the mightiest, towers I 
For Thy weak race he lies in sleepless wait ; 
Body and soul he sweeps them to their fate ; 
When will Thy red avenging bolt be hurled 
To dash the demon from a woe-worn world. 

Tempting the snares his glittering treachery spreads ! 
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Countless the pitfalls in the path he treads ! 

Song, that was born on loftiest heights to shine, 

Seeks round the bowl alluring wreaths to twine ; 

In it the morning melts its pearly dew ; 

To it the evening lends its ruby hue ; 

Rich through its depth the diamond's sparkles gleam ; 

Breaths of all flowers yield fragrance to its stream ; 

O'er it glad hours diffuse a golden glow ; 

And all to veil the fiend that lurks below. 

In snaky glide it starts upon its way, 

Closer and closer creeping on its prey ; 

And when its charm the spell-bound victim holds, 

Then come its crushing anaconda folds. 

Its lure first adds a brightness to the jest ; 

To wit a sparkle, and to mirth a zest ; 

A loftier wing to Fancy as she soars. 

And even on dulness transient lustre pours. 

Oh, dire reverse ! When bound in burning chains 

Finds the prone will that naught of strength remains ! 

When in the gulf red yawning at its feet. 

It knows the end it shudders wild to meet ! 

But hail ! all hail ! when Heaven thus frowns in gloom, 

And earth is scowling with the drunkard's doom. 

Hither, blest Charity's swift footsteps wend, 

To stand between the victim and his end. 

Hand-linked with Knowledge, piercingly she sees 

Habit merged helpless into fierce disease ; 

Disease that grasps the frame, the mind, the heart. 

But which she baffles with creative art. 
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Too long the world hath let . the victim go, 
Staggering, unchecked, to his dark depth of woe. 
Murmuring, " In vain the drunkard's course to stay : 
The drunkard's doom must close the drunkard's way ! " 
" Back bend that way ! " loud Charity proclaims. 
While high in air her torch of knowledge flames ; — 
" Back bend that way ! the drunkard must not fall 
Unchecked ; his doom is not beyond recall ! 
Mine to unclasp the fetters, link by link, 
And lead the captive gently from the brink ! 
Rebuild his shattered nature and restore 
Free — with his head erect — the man — A man once 
more." 

Blest be that work ! Let here the fane arise 

In which shall dawn this heavenly enterprise ! 

Here — where the landscape's genial beauties glow 

A peerless picture spreading far below, — 

Vale, meadow, hill-side, rural culture's own. 

With the pearled village in the sweeping zone ; 

Where Susquehanna, radiant with his smiles, 

Crowned with his emerald diadem of isles. 

King of the realm ! caressing and caressed. 

Clasps his sweet bride, Chenango, to his breast ; 

A scene whose soft and soothing sense shall find 

Way to the struggling, renovating mind — 

Let the fane rise, and may its smiling birth 

Rear kindred hosts to shed their blessings o'er the earth. 




MY WINTER ROOM. 



The winter wiad is roaring in the air 

And crashing through the trees. Upon the pane 

A dull sound tells the beating of the snow, 

And now and then a sharp, quick tinkhng, where 

The hail is smiting. Hark, how bitterly 

The wild wind shrieks ! and as I glance from out 

The frost-fringed casement, naught but blackened sky 

And one wide, ghastly waste of snow I see. 

Within, how warm and cosy is my room ! 

The broad red blaze leaps laughing, crackling up 

The rumbling chimney, shedding round the walls 

Its cheery rosy radiance. Swarms of sparks 

Like fireflies glance ; some streaming quietly, 

And others snapping out their testy lives. 

The great black andirons stand in sulky strength 

Against the glowing crimsom ; now and then 

A brand breaks up and falls on either side 

Attended by a merrier dance of sparks. 

And then the play of shadows ; on the wall 

The tongs has cast a giant shape, with head 

Nodding so wisely ; every chair has traced 

Its framework every side ; the tall quaint clock, 

Ticking so loud with such industrious tongue, 
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And chiming in so with the silvery chirp 

Of the untiring cricket, casts its broad 

And reaching figure up, and with its breast 

Bent to an angle, stretches half along 

The ceiling, wavering to each leaping fit 

Of the red firelight. How the rich warm light 

Gleams on my rows of books — those priceless mines 

Of wisdom, joy, and peace, those changeless friends, 

Yielding glad refuge from the storms of life — 

Dances along the barrel of my gun, — 

Reminder of sweet Indian-Summer days 

In the calm forest, when the smoky air 

Rang with its voice — and glitters on my rod, — 

Awakener too of cool, dark forest streams 

Dashing in music, and of net-work-gold 

Dropped by low boughs — and glistens on my staff, — 

That also tells of rambles on the hills. 

To drink the summer sunset, — through the gleus 

To while away the languid summer heat. 

And by broad waters where the harvest-moon 

Beheld her brow of beauty. Cheery nook. 

Sweet cheery room, how precious is thy peace 

In my unquiet life ! My heart expands 

In pure beatitude, its storms all hushed ; 

In kindness with all kind. The wrangling day, 

Cares, disappointments, sorrows, may have brought. 

But all are vanished ; all the bitter things 

Of being, — unappreciated toil. 

Wounded affection, barred ambition, like 

The Phoenix burning in the flame she fans ; 
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Hopes, like old Eome, in ruins strewed, that show 

How grand their primal shapes — have rolled away 

Like mists, and left the room a radiant scene 

Of lapped contentment. Here the fancy too 

Eevels in its sweet dreaming ; tracing shapes 

Grotesque and lovely from the varying coals. 

One glaring like a famished lion's eye, 

One parted like a maiden's glowing lips, 

And melting one in ashes soft and gray. 

Like sunset's rim what time the sun has sunk. 

Or steeps itself in golden poetry ; 

Shaksperean music blended of all tones, 

Homeric thunder, smooth Yirgilian strains, 

And deep Miltonic grandeur. Now the hours 

Bring the sweet time for rest ; and with deep prayer 

To Heaven, my head upon its pillow sinks, 

And hearing in the slow, delicious creep 

Of slumber o'er the frame, the raving wind 

And beating snow, I, seek the realm of dreams. 




A SUMMER DAY. 



Fainteii and fainter the shrinking stars, 
Stronger and stronger the glimmery east; 

Dawn is peering through cloudy bars, 
Soon will glitter a dazzling feast. 

Gladdening earth with its daily sight, 

Deity's smile ! Light, glorious Light ! 

Dusky objects are creeping out. 

Shaded late to a uniform hue ; 
Dwellings are grouping themselves about ; 

Woodlands are breaking in spots to view ; 
Hill-sides peep as the dim haze shrinks ; 
Even the far-away mountain blinks. 

Outlines nearest are sharply cut 

Now on the gray ; the tree shows leaves ; 
Loosed from its background elm the hut 

Fully its figure again receives ; 
Cattle are traced out over the field ; 
Coverts to bushes slowly yield. 

Eoses in silver-bkie are o'er. 

Amber is melting the dreamy gray, 
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Blazes the mountain — a moment more 

Up is the crescent — the orb — of day ! 
Earth on her forehead receives his kiss, 
Bursts into music and all is bliss. 

Merriment echoes — a fairy child — 

Head all tresses and violet eye, 
Borne in a torrent of laughter wild — 

Quick as a swallow-wing, flashes by. 
Twin she seems to the jocund day, 
Smiling all over in beamlike play. 

Higher the sun ; rich brights and darks 
Checker the earth ; swift insects gleam ; 

Clouds sail over like silvery barks ; 

Decked as with diamonds shines the stream ; 

Glancing birds thread thicket and tree 

Into a tangle of melody. 

Kine are scattered across the field ; 

Flocks are strewing their spots between ; 
Zephyrs the sensitive aspens wield. 

Glittering over in pearly sheen ; 
Throbs the birch, but the lordly oak 
Deigns not a stir of his dark green cloak. 

Toil is forth in his strong pursuits ; 

Scythes are gleaming ; the workshop hums ; 
Living the village ; the engine shoots ; 

Rumbles the air like distant drums. 




A SUMMER DAY. 



61 



Deep pulsations of restless life 
Eagerly urging its mighty strife. 

See in the west a leaden mass 

Dropping its ladder upon the plain ! 

Soon quick sparkles, like shivered glass, 
Glance on the vision, — the summer rain ; 

Scarce it shines ere it melts away, 

Leaving more lovely and fresh the day. 

Fairest maiden, with clustered brow. 
Making the radiant air more bright ! 

Life is an Eden around thee now, 

Gemmed with blossoms and rich with lights 

Passing sorrow may draw thy tears ; 

Melting, brighter thy life appears. 

Noon ; the east is a lucid blue ; 

Glitters the hot, blanched middle sky ; 
Merged is the south in a pallid hue, 

Craggy with clouds of coppery dye 
Earth by the glimmering heat opprest 
Languidly sinks to a transient rest. 

Wavers the field ; the hill-side basks ; 

Blurred is the mountain with shining haze ; 
Drooping, even the aspen asks 

Zephyrs in vaia to relieve the blaze ; 
Still as if painted, yon cloud of snow ; 
Still as if sculptured, the woods below. 




A SUMMER DAY. 



Ceasing to graze, the kine are grouped. 

Some are deep in the shadowy pool ; 
Some in cavernous nooks have stooped, 

Teased with the fiies that swarm the cool. 
Prone are the flocks on the ledges bare, 
Pantingly striving to catch the air. 

Toil in the village has ceased to ply; 

Rest for the moment the mill-wheel knows ; 
Sparks from the anvil no longer fly ; 

Loosened, the wagoner's horses doze ; 
Even the urchins play-spell keep. 
Off on the green as if half asleep. 

Hanging his scythe the mower seeks 
Seat in the shadow with smiling cheer ; 

Patting his little one's rosy cheeks, 
Carlo crouching in quietude near. 

Wistfully, while they partake their store. 

Looking and snapping and asking more. 

Man of the forehead marked with thought, 
Many the visions that lure thee on ! 

Hope has ever her temples wrought 
Glowing in youth, but waxing wan. 

Doth not even thy weary breast 

Languidly long for a moment's rest ? 

Sunset ; the light has a deepened tone ; 
Far stretch masses of dark blue shade ; 
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Eicher the first than at noonday shone, 

Lighter the last than the morn displayed ; 
Hills are kindled to gold-green glow, 
Helmets of yellow the tree-tops show. 

Hues break out in the western skies 
Seemingly glancing from seraph-wings ; 

Ray after ray from the landscape dies ; 
Twilight over its softness flings. 

Halcyon calm on the scene is shed ; 

Night, with its stars, then round is spread. 

Radiant with years, reverend sage ! 

Deeper thy faith at thy coming rest 1 
Lighter the shades of thy pilgrimage ! 

Brighter the hopes of thy closing West ! 
Holy quiet all round is given. 
Death waits starry with thoughts of heaven. 




A SUMMER NIGHT. 



Dauker and darker the landscape grows ; 

Richer and richer the welkin shines ; 
Low in the west is a tinge of rose 

Back of the amber-toned clump of pines. 
Spectral the stream by the hill-side glares; 
Sharp in its purple the mountain stares. 

Object on object is shaded in. 

First the trees on the upland^s side ; 
Slower the shadows the meadows win, 

Thicket to thicket there seems to glide. 
Neighboring fields wear a pale brown hue, 
Blots of cattle dark glimmering through. 

Over, all over the fireflies yield 

Swarms of their emerald, throbbing gleams ; — 
Fairy lightnings of garden and field. 

Mingled in masses, darting in streams. 
Quivering, swelling, spinning in spray. 
Seemingly tossing in breezy play. 

Swimming the dome with swarms of stars. 
Red, rose-colored, and golden green ; 
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Sworded Orion and glaring Mars, 
Sirius glowing in belted sheen ; 
Marching, marching, marching along, 
Singing and swinging their sounding song ! 



Show the pond with its pines of gray, 
Where the mill-hollow, so picturesque 

In the soft lustre, has darkened away, 
Darkened away with its dusty mill. 
Late like a phantom, so white and still. 

One tone blent from a thousand strains. 
Thrills, unceasing, the windless air ; 

Quieter making the peace that reigns ; 

Murmuring summer-night's grateful prayer. 

Summer-night praying, and man alone 

Homage refusing his Maker's throne ! 

No ! at the moment a sound I hear, 
Pulsing in musical cadence along, 

Filling the quietude far and near. 

Melting my heart like an angel's song ; — 

Song of an angel that seems to say, 

" Hither, ye mortals, come up and pray ! " 

Summons soon heeded — the village stirs, 
Throngs are now seeking the place of prayer 

Manifold God-fearing worshippers, 

Inwardly crowding with reverent air, — 
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Water-lights glancing, and shapes grotesque 
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Favor most precious to bend the knee, 
Maker and Father and Friend, to Thee. 

There is the child with its frolic grace ; 

There is the maiden with eyes of light ; 
There is the man with his thoughtful face ; 

There is the grandsire bent and white. 
Freeing the spirit from earthly leaven. 
Rearing prayer's ladder twixt them and heaven, 

Rising melody follows the bell, 

Surge-like and solemn — the organ's voice — 
Human harmony joins the swell, 

Praise to the Maker ! rejoice ! rejoice ! 
Murmurs again on the breathless air — 
Man and the summer-night both in prayer; 

Stars look love on the praying scene. 
Love, that an earth by rebellion trod. 

Still the dark poisonous weeds between 
Cherishes blossoms that breathe of God. 

Flashing, an orb darts down the sky. 

Seraph to carry the prayer on high. 

Where is the village of rosy light. 

Grassy with margins and pearly in hue ? 

Sunk far off in the dusky night. 

Even its inn-sign hidden from view ; 

Looming star-haloed, the church, in black, 

Domineers over the greensward track. 
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Lights are red dotting the dwellings below, 
Shooting their rays on the out-expanse, 

Tinging the maples with shifting glow, 

Freckling the wheel with a flickering dance. 

Momently thickening, till behold. 

In a dark ocean an isle of gold ! 

Orient clouds are now turning to white ; 

Flashing in pearl is the orient-rim ; 
Trees on the upland are tipped with light; 

Changes the mountain its coloring dim. 
Poised on the hill is a red balloon, 
Lo, the rosy-faced harvest-moon. 

Upward the day's soft sister treads ; — 
Under her glances the landscape glows ; 

Over the water the brilliance spreads ; 
Dreamily distant the hill-top shows ; 

Glitters the village, a picture bright. 

Daintily drawn in the delicate light. 

Builded of ivory gleams the church ; 

Pearl is steeping the village green ; 
.Trees start up to the silvery search, 

Deep in its hollow the mill is seen ; 
Domes of silver the maples rear ; 
Silver the landscape far and near. 

Beautiful queen of the summer sky ! 
Earliest altars have risen to thee ; 




A SUMMER NIGHT. 

Watching the earth with thy broad bright eye, 

Bathing thy brow in the slumbering sea ; 
All are glossed in thy tender light, 
Sweeter and lovelier sun of the night. 

Broader its pinions unfurls the bark, 
Bolder the traveller scours the wild, 

Crime slinks off to its coverts dark. 
Innocence joys in thy presence mild; 

Love turns bold in thy smiling glance, 

Weaving its ever-new, old romance. 

Beautiful queen of the summer sky ! 

Sign of hope in calamity's gloom ! 
Sign of the smile that shares the sigh ! 

Sign of the faith that illumes the tomb ! 
Majesty flames in the sun — in thee 
Beameth the beauty of Deity. 




OH, THOU AET FAR, LOYE. 



Oh, thou art far, love ; the evening star 

Sparkles as sweetly on the flowery lea. 
And shines the moon, love, in skies of June, 

But naught of beauty have their charms for me. 
For that sweet star, love, but brings from far 

Those happy hours that once I passed with thee ; — 
And those soft beams, love, are full of dreams. 

Of all now lost, forever lost to me. 
My sad thoughts dwell, love, when wild winds swell, 

On that dark hour thy swift bark sought the sea ; 
When every wave, love, but seemed the grave, 

Of every hope that fondly dawned on me. 

In that far land, love, does Memory's hand 

Picture the sunny stream, the sunset tree, 
Where first I told, love, made blindly bold. 

The burning thoughts that raged so wild in me ? 
Ah ! ever more, love, shall I deplore 

Fate's cruel blow ■ — I felt love ne'er could be — 
Ah, never more, love, the wide world o'er. 

Wilt thou find truer heart than beat in me. 
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I bore the blow, love, though darkest woe 

Kushed o'er the heavens that smiled so fair and 
free ; 

And till this heart, love, from earth depart, 
Shall thy bright image hold its shrine in me. 




SUNSET AFTER EAIN. 



All day with liumming and continuous sound, 

Streaking the landscape, has the slant rain falFn ; 

But now the mist is vanishing ; in the west 

llie dull gray sheet, that shrouded from the sight 

The sky, is rent in fragments, and rich streaks 

Of tenderest blue are smihng through the clefts. 

A ray of sunshine strikes upon the hills, 

Then melts. The great clouds whiten and roll off, 

Until a steady blaze of golden light 

Kindles the dripping scene. Within the east. 

The delicate rainbow suddenly breaks out ; 

Soft air-breaths flutter round ; each tree shakes down 

A shower of glittering drops ; the woodlands burst 

Into a chorus of glad harmony ; 

And the rich landscape, full of loveliness. 

Fades slowly, calmly, sweetly into night. 

Thus beams the sunset of a holy life. 

in youth and manhood sorrows round may close 

But when the sun of Being lowly stoops, 

The darkness breaks away — the tears are dried ; 

The Christian's hope — a rainbow — brightly shines. 

And life glides sweet and tranquil to the grave. 




MAPLE SUGAR. 

Oh, the rich, dark maple sugar ! how it tells me of the 
woods, 

Of bland south-winds, dissolving snows, and budding 
solitudes ! 

The melting maple sugar ! as I taste its luscious sweets, 
■Remembrance in my raptured ear her witching song 
repeats ; 

Once more my heart is young and pure ! once more my 
footsteps stray 

Amid the scenes, the lovely scenes, of childhood's open- 
ing day. 

A frosty night ! the searching air made hearth-fires a 
delight. 

Stern Winter seemed as if again to rally in his might ; 
But, oh, how clear and beautiful the morning has arisen ! 
What glorious floods of sunshine! off! the dwelling is 
a prison ; 

Off, off ! run, leap, and drink the air ! off ! leave man's 
roofs behind ! 

Nature has more of pleasure now than haunts of hu- 
man kind. 
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How free the blood is bounding ! how soft the sunny 
glow ! 

And, hearken ! fairy tones are ringing underneath the 
snow ! 

Drop, drop, the gauzy masses glide from tree and fence 
and rock. 

And yon low marshy meadow seems as spotted with a 



Drip, drip, the myriad icicles send glittering tears, and 
still 

With tinkle, tinkle, under the snow rings many a view- 
less rill. 

We cross the upland pasture, robed with brown and 
sodden pall, 

The maple ridge heaves up before, — a sloping Titan 
wall ! 

The maple ridge ! how gloriously in summer it pitches 
tent ; 

Below, what mossy floor is spread ! above what roof is 
bent! 

What lofty pillars of fluted bark ! what magical tints 
repeat. 

As the leaves turn over and back again to the breeze's 
flying feet. 

Up, up, the winding path we tread ; we hear the whistle 
shrill. 

Oft changed to rough resounding song, of reckless Wood- 
man Will, 



flock ; 
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Of Woodman Will, whose aim is death, whose axe 

rings far and nigh, 
Unburying many a snarling den to spread the smiling 

rye; 

Whose hut is in the neighboring dell, who garbs him 

from the deer, 
And tells long tales of hunting-deeds, the winter fire to 

cheer. 

The brow we gain — what soaring trunks ! what 

spreading balloon-like tops ! 
And from the barks of each the sap, slow welling and 

limpid, drops ; 
A bush we turn — a fire-light's gleam strikes sudden on 

our view. 

And in the heart of the blaze are hung two kettles of 
sooty hue ; 

While bent above, with sinewy frame, and plying quick 
with skill 

His ladle among the amber depths, proud king of the 
scene, is Will. 

The boiling, bubbling liquid ! it thickens in his care ; 
He stirs it to a whirlpool now, then draws light threads 
in air ; 

From kettle to kettle he ladles it, to granulate rich 
and slow. 

Then moulds the mass in a hundred shapes, to harden 
in the snow; 
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While the bluebird strikes a sudden joy through branches 

gaunt and dumb, 
Seeming to ask in merry strain if the violet yet has 



The rich, dark maple sugar ! thus it brings to me the 

joy, 

The dear warm joy of heart, when I was a careless, 
happy boy ; 

When pleasures scorned in after life, then strewed my 

way like flowers. 
And sad experience had not thrown a shadow o'er the 

hours ; 

When life was like a summer sea, with arch of azure 
glow, 

And smooth with halcyon hope, which hid the wrecks 
that lay below. 



come. 




THE CHIEFTAIN OF THE LAKE. 



The waters spread before me. One green wall 
Of forest circles the enchanting lake, 
Untouched by man. A hemlock undermined 
Has fall'n within the flood, its sloping top 
Impending o'er clear depths in which the pike 
Lurks for his victim. Ranks of water-grass 
Bend from the margin, while the coves are paved 
With the white lily's firm and red-lined leaves, 
Silvered with dainty blossoms. All the scene 
Is kindled with the sunset. Beautiful, 
This charm of wild and utter solitude ! 
The world is here forgotten, and the soul 
Drinks the pure peace that faintly shadows heaven. 

Here dwelt an aged forest chief, — the last 

Of the proud Delawares that roamed these hills 

And glided o'er these waters. Brave and strong 

The tribe, and the Great Spirit on their path 

Smiled for long seasons ; but at length they heard 

Upon their neighboring hunts the hated sound 

Of axes, and their eyes from mountain-tops 

Glared upon smokes up-curling in the glades 

And valleys of their streams. "With sickening hearts 

They kindled their last, solemn council-fire, 
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Danced their last dance and left their home forever — 

All but their chieftain. He with fierce disdain 

Taunted their craven spirits ; pointed stern 

To the green mounds that held each sire's remains; 

And then, with arm uplifted to the heavens, 

And his broad front reared proudly to their gaze, 

Swore by Manitto that he ne'er should leave 

The dear old forest where his infant form 

Swung in its wind-swept cradle, and which saw 

His hunter youth and warrior manhood. Then 

Wrapping his bear-skin robe around his breast, 

Where shone the eagle-totem of his tribe 

In azure tracing, on his father's grave 

He sat in mute and statue-like repose. 

They left him. Years rolled by. The white man swept 

All round the lake, but left the sylvan spot 

To its unshorn and lovely solitude. 

The chieftain lived within his lonely hut. 

Amid the maple-hills his rifle rung; 

Along the alder coverts lurked his traps ; 

And o'er the waters of the lake, his spear 

Gleamed for his finny spoil. The hunter saw 

His gaunt, weird figure stealing through the woods — 

And the trim fisher of the distant town 

Marked from the tent he pitched upon the brink 

The Indian's crimson torch along the lake, 

Burning upon the blackness of the night 

Like some fierce monster's eye. At length he stood 

A hemlock hung in moss with withered top. 

At last, one autumn eve, when every gust 
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Stripped from the wood its leaves, a trapper went 

For shelter to the lowly cabin set 

Against a rock. He raised the blanket-door, 

And saw the chieftain dead upon his mat. 

He bore him to a hollow in the wood 

And gave him to the earth. Since then the lake 

Has seemed deserted of its guardian spirit. 

Tender and touching was the old man's love 
For his old native scenes. An emblem he 
Of memory clinging fondly to the past. 
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I THINK of thee when sunset's light is glowing, 

When dew-pearled blossoms in mute prayer are 
bowed ; 

When murmuring music fills dim waters flowing, 
And rosy colors bloom on every cloud; — 

Then soothing softness hallows scene and creature. 
Then mellow brightness tinges mount and tree, 

Romance embalms the landscape's every feature, 
Youth's sweet romance, and so I think of thee. 

I think of thee when silver night is beaming 

In lovely purity on all around ; 
When heaven is shining and when earth is dreaming, 

And greenwoods murmur with melodious sound. 
High soars the soul — thought takes a skyward pinion ; 

The heart from every care and grief is free ; 
The Present flies to Fancy's fair dominion. 

Heaven bends to earth, and so I think of thee. 

I think of thee when morning gleams in splendor, 
And sunshine tints the summer's blushing flowers ; 

When all sweet things their grateful incense render. 
And song triumphal thrills the sylvan bowers. 
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And when the starlight glows so pure and holy, 
And music melts along the rippling sea, 

And o'er the scene broods soft-eyed melancholy, 
Dwelling on other hours, I think of thee. 

I think of thee when Joy stands brightly smiling, 

Weaving her rich and amaranthine twine, 
When Hope, ah, sweet but faithless, sings beguiling 

Each sorrowing thought, and all things seem divine, 
And when the sullen clouds of care are frowning. 

And life looks full of gloom and grief to me, 
Then soothing every woe, all sadness drowning. 

In Lethe's stream, then, then I think of thee. 
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SET TO MUSIC. 



Nature is full of wisdom high, 

If we would her lessons scan ; 
Ocean and mountain, forest and sky, 

Are talking forever to man. 
Talking forever of themes that fill 

Loftily heart and soul. 
Teaching us, guiding us, if we will, 

Through life to our mortal goal. 

I marked the Mountain — sublime its form, 

Its head was above the cloud ; 
On its stern bosom was dashing the storm, 

But its look was unmoved and proud. 
I thought that thus should the heart be strong 

And tower above its care ; 
And though the wild tempest should rush along 

Its trials it calm should bear. 

I marked the Ocean — its mighty breast 

Was heaving in ceaseless play ; 
Heaving — heaving — never at rest, 

Though peacefully smiled the day. 
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I thought that thus should life progress ; 

That action its rule should be ; 
That object on object should forward press, 

From the sleep of the sluggard free. 

I marked the Sky — it was smiling bright ; 

Its beauty undimmed by cloud ; 
Again I looked — it was black with night, 

And the storm in its wrath was loud. 
I thought that thus is our changeful life 

By light and by darkness shared; 
I farther thought that for calm or strife 

We ever should be prepared. 

I marked the Forest — November's blast 

Was strewing the leaves around ; 
But I knew when Spring should arise at last, 

New leaves would again be found. 
I thought that thus by Death's chill hand 

Our race in the dust are strewed ; 
But summoned forth, in the Better Land, 

We rise to a life renewed. 
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Over the stirless surface of the ground 

The false rain trembles. In pale glittering haze 

Wavers the sky. Along the horizon's rim. 

Breaking its mist, are peaks of brazen clouds. 

Keen darts of light are shot from every leaf, 

And the whole landscape droops in sultriness. 

With languid tread I drag myself along 

The brown and wilting fields. Around my steps 

Spring myriad grasshoppers, their cheerful notes 

Loud in my ear. The ground-bird whirrs away, 

Then drops again, and groups of butterflies 

Spotting the path, up-flicker as I come. 

At length are caught the sparkles of the brook 

In its deep thickets, whose refreshing green 

Soothes the strained eyesight. The cool shadows fall 

In balmy sweetness from the boughs o'erhead. 

My coming strikes a terror on the scene. 

All the sweet sylvan sounds are hushed ; I catch 

Glimpses of vanishing wings. An azure shape 

Quick darting down the vista of the brook. 

Proclaims the scared kingfisher, and a plunge 

And turbid streak upon the streamlet's face, 

Betray the musk-rat's sudden dive and path 

Across the bottom to the burrowed bank. 
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The moss is plump and soft, the tawny leaves 
Are crisp beneath my tread, and scaly twigs 
Startle my wandering eye like basking snakes. 
Where this thick bush displays its emerald tent, 
I stretch my wearied frame, for solitude 
To steal within my heart. How hushed the scene 
At first, and then, to the accustomed ear, 
How full of sounds, so tuned to harmony 
They seem but silence : the monotonous song 
Of yon small glittering rapid ; the meek burst 
Of bubbles as the trout leaps up to seize 
The skipping spider; the deep transient hum 
Swung past me by the bee; the switching sound 
Of cattle, mid-leg in the shady pool. 
Whisking the flies away ; the ceaseless chirp 
Of crickets, and the tree-frog's quavering note. 
Now, from the shadow where I lie concealed, 
I see the birds, late banished by my form, 
Taking again to their accustomed haunts 
Along the stream ; the silver-breasted snipe 
Twitters and seesaws on the pebbly spots 
Bare in the channel ; the brown swallow dips 
Its wings, swift darting round on every side ; 
And from yon nook of clustered water-plants, 
The wood-duck, slaking its rich purple neck, 
Skims forth, displaying through the liquid glass 
Its yellow feet, as if upborne in air. 

Musing upon my couch, this lovely stream 
I liken to the truly good man's life — 
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Like his, whose native dwelling graced the bank — ^ 

Amid the heat of passions, and the glare 

Of worldly objects, flowing pure and bright, 

Shunning the gaze, yet showing where it glides 

By its green blessings ; cheered by happy thoughts, 

And with a low song ever in its heart 

Of sweet content, and peace that comes from heaven. 



1 The late Chief Justice Savage. 




CALL ME NOT COLD. 



Call me not cold ! Believe me, ah, believe me ! 

I am not cold, though I may seem to be ; 
Nothing, dear Marion, can more deeply grieve me 

Than to be called so — most of all by thee. 
True, I am shrinking, sensitive in feeling. 

And in my manner, it may oft be told. 
But could'st thou see my inmost soul's revealing. 

Thou, thou would'st call me anything but cold. 

Upward hath lain my path — up life's steep mountain — 

No friends to aid me, and no wealth to lift ; 
From the pure brink of childhood's crystal fountain 

My blows for being have been stern and swift. 
Step upon step in this world's iron granite 

Deep have I hewn to plant my desperate hold. 
And still success but shines a twinkling planet — 

Is it a wonder then that I seem cold ? 

Oh, the encrusting of the heart's affections ! 

Oh, the drear blight, this struggling for your life ! 
The hurling back on self — the stern rejections 

Of tendered love and faith throughout the strife ! 
The loss of hope, the darkness when despairing ! 

Yes, I am frozen — stop — away, away 
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With these fierce thoughts — for, in my breast, declaring 
The vainness of my words, there beams a ray. 

A ray so soft — a ray so pure and tender — 

My heart, my very heart dissolves in bliss ; 
No moonlight on the sea can boast the splendor 

So soothing, bright, and heavenly sweet as this. 
Turn, dearest Marion, turn thy sweet face to me. 

Ah, let me gaze in those dark eyes of thine ! 
Let me but whisper nothing shall subdue me, 

So I but bow a vassal at thy shrine. 

Dost thou remember the soft sky of starlight 

While we were wandering by that lovely stream, 
When I sought out one trembling orb whose far light 

Seemed struggling to send down its timid beam ? 
Thou did'st not mark, ah, Marion, my emotion ? 

My idol ! hope of life's tempestuous sea ! 
Thou did'st not deem it told my heart's devotion, 

Timid and trembling, but how true to thee ! 
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I WANDERED forth, One lovely summer day ; 

Blue were the heavens, earth smiled in beauty gay, 

With devious step I strayed within a wood ; 

Around me trees in towering grandeur stood ; 

In a bright roof, the leafy boughs were wound;, 

And greensward made one emerald of the ground; 

On every hand were clustering bowers arrayed, 

A rich mosaic light and shadow made. 

And here, I thought, how sweet to pass the hours, 

Here, in this paradise of sylvan bowers ! 

And yet some charm seemed wanting to the scene 

In all its garniture of gold and green. 

I looked around — 'twas true no flower was there, 

To breathe its fragrance on the crystal air ; 

The bowers were pleasant, but no blossom traced 

Its delicate beauty on the emerald waste ; 

In vain the gorgeous green, the checkered ray — 

That grace was wanting, and I turned away. 

I passed along ; again the woodland spread 
Its bowers above, its grass beneath my tread; 
Again the sunshine shed its broken light 
And, this time, all was beautiful and bright. 
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Flowers were around ; they gemmed the glittering grass ; 
They threw their colors on the watery glass ; 
They made the air all incense, and they wrought 
The grace and beauty I in vain had sought. 

And thus is Woman's presence on the earth ! 
Without her, life, though bright, were little worth ; 
The flowers that God upon His earth hath strewn, 
To show that beauty also shares His throne. 

And what were Man, if she had not been given? 
A darkening cloud by furious tempests driven ! 
A savage, strong and fearless, but unbound ! 
Turning his tread to desolate the ground; 
Swaying with strength his fellows — not a trace 
Within his heart of beauty's softening grace ; 
Urged o'er the earth in sad unrest to roam, 
And finding never there — that Eden spot — a home. 

With her, she is the rainbow on the cloud ! 

Spring's loveliest day with earth's fresh charms endowed ! 

Soft music breathing o'er the battle's jar! 

Of midnight's dark and gloomy hour the star 1 

Man's Guardian Angel in his pilgrimage. 

The Sunshine of his youth and Moonlight of his age. 

Glance o'er the past. Since earliest times began 
Woman has shed her influence over Man ; 
Wreathing him flowers to make his joy more bright, 
Her radiant eye diffusing new delight ; 
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Or, when the cloud arose to dim the day, 
Softening the blasts she could not sweep away; 
Lightening the load that else would crush him down, 
Brightening with smiles, else Fate's despairing frown, — 
His only wealth from wide-spread ruin won. 
Her step his music, and her glance his sun. 

Oft when the storm hath spread its darkest shroud, 
Her dovelike wing has glanced along the cloud, 
Bearing the branch that told the storm was past. 
That happier times would bless the heart at last. 
Faithful, most faithful in extremest doom. 
How has her love shed round its roseate bloom. 
Our guide and stay in life, and even in death 
Soothing its horrors with consoling breath. 

Open God's book — those lovely scenes behold. 

Where woman's faith and woman's love are told. 

Mark how a Mary, in her tender care 

Kneels at His feet, and wipes them with her hair ; 

When Calvary reared its streaming cross on high 

A weeping Mary saw the sufferer die. 

Clung to the cross, and when the tomb was spread, 

Sat, stricken mourner, o'er the sacred dead. 

But woman is not always tender Ruth, 

Following her lord in her confiding truth. 

No ! side by side with man, she oft has scaled 

The same proud heights when tempests have assailed; 

Changed to an eagle, the white dove hath dashed 
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Through the black storm though fiery lightnings 
flashed ; 

Daring wild danger with a warrior's soul, 
Love for her guide, or Freedom for her goal. 

Suffering Religion hath not called in vain 
For her to tread the paths of woe and pain. 
Conscience hath been to her the guiding star. 
Though Vengeance rolled across his bloodiest car. 
When Pagan fierceness dashed the cross to earth, 
Then loveliest scenes of woman's faith had birth ; 
Robed in calm courage walked she to her doom. 
The life-long dungeon, or the martyr's tomb. 
When flaming fagots fired the frighted air. 
Thy. song, O woman, rang the loudest there ! 
Lifting her eyes above, she meekly trod 
The burning ploughshares leading her to God. 
What though bright Youth smiled round her with its 
flowers, 

And Joy trilled sweetly from its vernal bowers ; 
What though even Love was whispering in her ear 
Its witching music yet so fondly dear, 
Still true in soul, although her heart might sigh. 
Sadly, yet firmly, went she forth to die. 

Woman is also an inspiring Muse, 
Shedding on Genius the most golden dews. 
Tasso's dark cell was made a moonlight sky 
As Leonora's memory shone on high ; 
The mystic maiden beamed a tender shrine 
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Where Dante poured his incense so divine ; 

And Laura touched with her delicious fire 

The heavenly strings of Petrarch's throbbing lyre. 

Behold, where war-clouds the Crimea veil, 
And cannon-thunder loads the Euxine gale ; 
In that dread scene, where man in his despair 
Sees death slow creeping through the poisoned air ; 
Where fever riots o'er the frame that fell 
When streaming slaughter choked the battle-yell; 
Like some bright bird which gleams through sulphury 
smoke, 

Wafting swift joy — one shining presence broke ; — 
The darkened eye that blessed presence felt ; 
Hearts at her step in tenderest homage knelt ; 
The suffering soldier, as her presence passed, 
Kissed the warm wall whereon her shade was cast ; 
High to the heavens will grateful prayer ascend 
To her, humanity's most pitying friend ! 
Ages on ages will, resounding, hail 
The starry name of Florence Nightingale. 

And mighty men their destinies have wrought 
From the first lessons by a mother taught. 
Search history's page ! what sweeter name we find 
Among the sweetest of true womankind! 
Who nobler, tenderer, lovelier fame hath won 
Than Mary, mother of our Washington ? 

To the fond youth, when manhood's dawn appears, 
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A vision mingles with his future years. 

A form, enrobed in soft, yet brilliant dyes. 

Flushes the near horizon of his skies ; 

Dipped in the colors of his heart, he sees 

The fairy creature of his destinies. 

At length, the sweet ideal of his mind 

To real woman turns, and reigns enshrined ; 

He guards the altar with unceasing care 

And twines his fairest wreaths to hang them there. 

Her voice is heard in every whispering breeze, 

Her image smiles in every flower he sees ; 

Music repeats her name, the cloud portrays 

Her form, and bird-songs hymn her ceaseless praise ; 

She is his day — his moonhght on the sea — 

His starry night — his earth's divinity. 

And then the loved one changes to the wife ; 
Home is a bower of roses to his life. 
Like two merged streams in one their beings blend. 
She is his softest self, his truest friend. 
Though harshest cares pursue him through the day, 
Her hand of comfort drives them all away. 
Her face — his household star — makes all things 
bright. 

Her voice to music turns the winter night ; 
The firelight paints her picture on the wall. 
Home is a paradise, and she his all. 

And then how holds the heart in sacred trust 
A mother's memory, she long laid in dust ! 
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She soothed his cradle with her lullaby, 

And on her breast hushed every painful cry ; 

Her voice first taught his infant lips to pray; 

She filled with pleasure childhood's fairy day ; 

She curbed the ardor of impetuous youth, 

And strove to place him in the ways of truth ; 

Weary and sad his pilgrimage of grief, 

The mother's heart was ever his relief; 

Clouded with sin and haunted by its ill. 

The mother's loving heart was open still; 

Faithful through change, still clinging to her child. 

She sees him as he was — the bright — the undefiled ! 

To Woman then, we dedicate the strain ! 
Sweet o'er affection's realm she holds her reign, 
To her should praise and gratitude be given ; 
She sways with love the earth, and makes that earth 
a heaven. 
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The violet at the voice 
Of Springtide opens its delicious eye ; 
Child of the sun, blue nursling of the sky! 
It only glads the heart when all things else rejoice. 

The rose, the queenly rose. 
To Summer's kisses spreads her glowing breast, 
By the soft wind and murmuring bee caressed ; 
Yet when stern Autumn frowns, how soon her beau- 
ties close ! 

But the witch-hazel's flower 
Of golden velvet, opening when the storm 
Comes on the wings of Winter to deform, 
Charms, with contrasting bloom, while ruin rules the 



Should all life's bright things go ! 
Then come, O Fortitude, and cheer my heart, 
With thy firm blossoms, till the storms depart, 
And hopes renew my path with flowers and sunny 



hour. 



glow. 
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Mid -June is blazing in its fiercest might ; 

But what dehcious coolness here ! its flowers 

The laurel hangs from its thick, glossy bowers. 
Trees twine an arbor o'er so dense, the sight 
Sees the blue sky in sprinkles ; and the light 

Dances like golden insects on the water. 

How bright this lily, the most lovely daughter 
Of all the lovely children of the brook ! 
Yon drinking aspen — that light, delicate tree — 
Pulsates as from tliis bowery, dark-green nook 

A furrow meets it, by the otter's breast 

Eaised, as quick sliding down the border's crest, 
He seeks the shadow of the thicket. See 

Yon gleaming shape — the startled crane that dashes 
From the soft marge where he so patiently 

Has poised his neck for prey ; his plumage flashes 
An instant and is gone. How beautiful 

Yon neighboring sight; the half-seen water-rat! 

As swift he skims along that rushy mat — 
Nibbling the plant, then giving hasty pull 
To the long hanging vine ! But quick as thought. 
As his black beads of eyes have, glancing, caught 
My form, he vanishes. Most sweet the purl 
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Of that small water-brake, one rising curl 
Of foam — a tiny Venus — from the plunge; 
While this sand-margin yields round like a sponge, 
Filling my tracks with crystal. Oh, how fraught 

With lovely things is every part and spot 
Of Nature ! God has made his world o'erfl owing 
In beauty ; and, our deepest heart all glowing, 

To Him, should praise arise and weary not. 
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Oh, call me not ambitious, love ; thou painest 

A heart that grief hath scarcely ceased to claim; 
Of all the visions of my youth, the vainest 

Hath been the mocking dream of conquering Fame. 
Away with false Ambition's show and glitter! 

Perish its lures ! No more shall they beguile ! 
The thorns are piercing, and the blasts are bitter 

"Where Fame stands pointing with her treacherous 
smile. 

True, in my earliest youth I was ambitious ! 

True, my heart glowed with Glory's rapturous fire I 
I thought the draught Hope offered me delicious — 

Eager I sprang to seek my soul's desire. 
Panting I climbed the steep high towering o'er me, 

Where flashed the temple to my longing eyes ; 
Thinking to scatter all that lay before me 

All that should check my pathway toward the skies. 

Alas, alas, my bosom's dearest treasure ! 

How with my wildest, maddest strength I strove ! 
I trampled with disdain the flowers of pleasure, 

With bleeding feet I trod the path above, 
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"With bleeding hands I sought to hurl each side me 
The rocks, the cruel rocks that frowned before; 

And still I vowed that nothing should divide me 
From the proud fane that flashed so grandly o'er. 

The dream is flown — my soul's swift wings are broken ! 

Up towers the steep, still shines the temple there ; 
But on its summit frowns a cloud, the token 

That my worn heart its splendors shall not share. 
Too high the pathway and too far the distance ! 

Let others seek the fane with eager tread ; 
I will enjoy the blossoms of existence, 

Such as time yet has left around me spread. 

Why did I ever on those blossoms trample 

That God vouchsafed to strew within my way! 
All, all around were others, whose example 

Might have sufliced my mounting step to stay. 
Why did I lift my sight to that proud portal 

Which, even if gained, cannot content the soul ! 
Why did I strive to gain a name immortal, 

And falsely scorn the true heart's truest goal ! 

Oh glad affection, holiest, most enduring! 

Beam of the wretched ! to the wounded, balm ! 
Its smile, from life's drear sky, the gloom alluring ! 

Charming the surges into silvery calm ! 
Beam of the wretched art thou to me, dearest! 

Balm to the wounded, in my long, long strife ! 
The darkness melts, sweet love, when thou appearest ! 

Sink into sleep the wild waves of my life. 
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In thy soft eyes are rays more bright than Glory's ! 

Joy the world knows not lives upon thy breast ! 
Thy presence sheds a glow more sweet than story's, 

Though on my name should light forever rest. 
Off with ambition ! off with vain ambition ! 

Here, my heart's darhng ! here true pleasure lies ! 
Far happier he, content with his condition, 

Love on the earth and hope beyond the skies ! 
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Say, Jeddy ! what d' ye guess I 've seen 

Sin' I driv down the cattle ? 
I Ve seen rael blood in airnest flow, 

An' rael guns heered rattle. 

An' what 's more, I wan't skeert at all, — 
You need n't look so funny, — 

I 'd rayther ha' fit, then hev a farm, 
As much as I love money. 

You see, Jed, feyther said one day, 

Sez he ter me, " Nathan'el ! 
1 feel a mite o' rheumatiz. 

An' find I 'm out o' flannel. 

The cattle is all ready now. 

You drive 'em down ter-morrer ! 

But don't stay long, fur, ef ye do, 
You '11 find it to yer sorrer." 

Well, down I went to Bosting, sold 

The cattle at quick metre ; 
An', Jed, I tell ye, sich a price 

I got fur every creeter ! 
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Well, did n't I put my wallet then 
Cluss in my pocket? rayther! 

An' then I guessed I 'd take a turn 
An' do the chore fur feyther. 

My eyes ! sich lots o' faolks I see ! 

I guessed they 'd bruk their tether 
An' that it must be trainin' day, 

Ter bring 'em so t'gether. 

Bimeby I heerd a voice that said, 
" I say, chap, aint you meller ? " 

I turned, an' there stood laughin' loud 
A pesky red-coat feller. 

Now, Jed, I did n't like a bit 
Ter hear sich sassy speakin' ; 

Ter hev it guessed that I had drinked, 
An' feyther, too, a deacon. 

But he went on : " Why, Jonath'n, 
Your eyes '11 bust their sockets ! 

You '11 lose your hands, too, ef so deep 
You poke 'em in yer pockets ! " 

By Gosh, Jed, did n't my blood bile up ? 

I spoke right out, " Dod durn ye ! 
You 'd better take that red coat off, 

'T so red I guess 't will burn ye ! " 
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" How, now 1 " said he — he clenched his fist — 

I was the maddest creeter. 
He struck me ; did n't I let him hev — 

I guess it was a beater. 

" Well done, good spunk," a feller said, 

A feller tall an' lanky. 
I looked up in his face, an' then 

I see 't was Bill the Yankee. 

He drawed me off — " How would ye like 

To whittle red coats ? " said he. 
" Better 'n apple-saase," said I. 

" Lead on, this chap is ready." 

" I '11 hev a weepon fur ye, lad ; 

To Lexin'ton then run down; 
There '11 be a tussle there I guess, 

Afore ter-morrer's sundown." 

At sunrise, I was standin' on 

Old Lexin'ton's green paster, 
An' seventy more good fellers by, 

Who 'd never owned a master ! 

Bimeby the red coats come in sight ; 

They guessed, Jed, they ivas suthen ; 
You 'd guessed they owned all airth an' sky, 

An' we was less 'n nuthin'. 
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We stood in line ; they halted ; loud 
The chap called Pitcairn hollered, 

" Disparse, ye rebels, every one ! " 
But not a movement foUered. 

Then, off-ox Pitcairn come in front, 
An' eyed us peart an' keenly. 

An' then spunked Bill the Yankee up. 
An' looked on him serenely. 

Agin the pesky Pitcairn spoke, 
" Tou lead them rebels, do ye? 

Call on yer men to quick disparse. 
Or dread my instant fury ! " 

We all stood still in soger line. 
We guessed there 'd be a tussle ; 

An' though we 'd never fit afore, 
We was n't skeert a mossle. 

We hed n't no flag not 'mongst us all ! 

I grabbed a saplin', bruk it, 
Whipped out a pocket-hankercher. 

An' on the saplin' stuck it. 

An' then I tuk- it shoulder arms. 
An' up an' down went marchin'. 

Tucked in my boots my pantaloons, 
An' felt as stiff as starchin'. 
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I bunged my hat class down, an' shoved 
The rim straight up my forrid, 

An' guessed ef there was trouble ahead, 
By Gosh ! it should n't be borrid. 

An', Jed, I felt as much ter hum, 

As Sat'day night a-sparkin', 
With the rat gnawin' in the house, 

An' Jowler outdoors barkin'. 

Yaas, jeest as much as munchin' apples, 

With Betty next the batter; 
Or singin' psalms in singin' school 

With — well, Jed, 't is no matter ! 

Our leader riz his form ; he seemed 

To grow more tall an' lanky. 
There stood the pizen Britisher, 

An' there stood Bill the Yankee. 

Starn looked they in each other's eyes, 
Each stood up bold an' cranky. 

Starn looked they in each other's eyes, 
Pitcairn an' Bill the Yankee. 

Agin Pitcairn, ^' Disparse ! " Bill smiled. 

As ef he said, " No, thankee." 
" Lay down yer arms ! " oust more he said. 

"Never!" said Bill the Yankee. 
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" Fire ! " an' they fired ; my right-hand man 
Fell down beside me screamin' ; 

The smoke cleared off, an' here an' there 
Our dead in blood lay streamin' ! 

Gosh, Jeddy, yaas ! men fell all round. 

Like fat Thanksgivin' pullets ! 
I looked, an', dang my old white hat ! 

Ef they warnt shootin' bullets ! 

They was, I vum ! I shoved my arms 
Deep down 'most to their sockets ; 

An', Jeddy, then, chirk as you please, 
I rattled hard my pockets. 

Gaul darn 'em! up their guns agin. 

An' bullets on come whizzin'. 
Zip, zip they went, an' as they come, 

I felt my dander rizen 1 

I grabbed at oust my loaded gun, 

I felt a cow in clover, 
Shet tight my eyes an' let 'er rip. 

An', keh ! a chap keeled over. 

On stumpt the red coats — on — quickstep, 
Torts Concord proudly marchin'. 

But fire of vengeance every heart 
They left behind was parchin'. 
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Their forrid march ter Concord was 
Easy we guessed, but back'ard 

Agin ter Bosting, they would find 
Althaough so chirk, quite awk'ard. 

We guessed they 'd find they could not so 

The fire of Freedom smother. 
That goin' forred was one thing, 

But comin' back was t'other. 

We spread the news all round ; it flew 
Like flame in buckwheat stubble. 

The kintry-folks come scratchin' in, 
With looks that telled o' trouble. 

Some come on bosses, some on foot, 
With "blood" an' "death" an' sich talk, 

With firelocks black as Satan some, 
An' some with scythe an' pitchfork. 

The b'ys as well as men was there, 

Content a day ter rest work. 
Each house an' orchid was a fort; 

An' every fence a breastwork. 

They come with vengeance in their hearts, 
That long had been a-brewin' ; 

They come to gin the red coats fits 
Fur wrongs that they 'd bin doin'. 




CONCORD. 



We lined the stun walls all along; 

Our weepons fixed an' ready ; 
Though every breast was burnin' up 

Yit every narve was steady. 

At length we see their sparklin' arms, 
They come all cluss an' neatly, — 

Platoons an' drums, an' marchin' step. 
An' banners all completely. 

They marched along like struttin' crows, 
With shoulder each ter shoulder, 

As proud as pizen every one. 
Sure nuthin' could be bolder. 

They come along with drums an' fifes. 

We did n't mind a boodle ! 
An' when they played " God save the King," 

We whistled " Yankee Doodle ! " 

The stun walls looked as still as death, 

When suddent up we started ; 
An' all along, on ayther side 

A blaze of fire was darted. 

Jeddy, what a channge was there ; 

Down, down, they dropped afore us ; 
The airth turned red with dyin' an' dead. 

An' shots an' yells made chorus. 
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An' still each side, with vengeful pride, 

Our deadly bullets flew in ! 
All, all was fire, an' helpless ire. 

An' blood an' death an' ruin. 

O Jed, how many found their guns, 
Whiles cuttin' stick, a burden ! 

How many more ter Caanian's shore 
Crossed that day over Jourdan ! 

At length their ranks all bruk away, 
Each tried his hand at runnin'. 

How soon the channge to lawless rannge. 
From marchin' on so cunnin' ! 

Consa'rn their picters, how they cut ! 

A mill-tail scurce went faster, 
Or Deacon Giles's colt, an' naary 

A boss went never past her. 

Bui one thing them durned red coats larnt. 

An' fur it gin no thankees. 
That though we spoke right through our nose. 

There warnt no skeer in Yankees. 

An' one thing, too, we Yankees felt 
Proud, that with spear an' broadsword. 

As feyther says, we 'd fit the British 
At Lexin'ton an' Concord. 




BUNKER HILL. 

In moonlight, sweet and still, 
Slept Bunker's peaceful hill ; 
The roofs and spires of Boston were enamelled in the 
glow; 

Shone forest, field, and stream 
Beneath the mellow beam ; 
How lovely was the evening to that morn of blood 
and woe ! 



Hearing ramparts, and they labor as if life is in their 
toil ; 

Here a musket glitters, there 
Gleams a sword upon the air, — 
The ramparts every moment growing higher from the 



At morn, grand sounds, like thunder, 
When skies are cleft asunder. 
From the hill-top rolled, and a smoky fold was wrapped 
o'er all the scene ; 



On the hill's illumined brow 
Dim forms are moving now, 



soil. 
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Long ranks are wildly reeling, 
Shrill shrieks are madly pealing, 
Shots are flashing, blood is dashing. Battle frowns in 
furious mien. 

Proud and dauntless at their station 
Are the sons of our young nation, — 
Proud and dauntless where their ramparts are extend- 
ing rude but strong ; 

While in rapid columns streaming. 
Through the smoke their scarlet gleaming, 
Up, up, swift toward those ramparts the British sol- 
diers throng. 

" Steady, steady, boys ; all steady 
Until every aim is ready ; 
Then pour in true your fire ! " cries old Putnam. All 
obey ! 

" Crush the reptiles at their station, 
Sweep the Rebels from creation ! " 
Shouts the leader stern of England's hosts. More 
furious grows the fray. 

From the earthen ramparts came 
Quick darts of deadly flame; 
Balls whistled like December blasts, blood flowed like 
April streams ; 

" Fight, fight for Freedom's nation ! " 
" Sweep the Rebels from creation ! " 
Thus sound the variant battle-cries : War's visage 
wildest gleams. 
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Up to those ramparts flashing, 
Twice came Old England dashing 



And twice the sons of Freedom had hurled him, bleed- 
ing, back; 

Again, for one more blow, 
Eallies the frenzied foe ; 
He comes 1 he comes ! swords, bayonets, flags, all glit- 
tering in his track. 



To death, but not to slavery! Kind Heaven be thou 
their stay ! 

Yes, yes, kind Heaven doth heed them; 
And with Freedom's self to lead them, 
Swift bounding o'er the ramparts they meet the foe 
midway ! 



The slouched hat of the minute-man, the cap of the 
grenadier. 

The rustic's garb of brown. 
The red coat of the Crown, 
The long black rifle warding the thrust bayonet flash- 
iifg clear. 



Flushed brows are quickly pale : 
Ah ! who has fall'n — ah ! who has fall'n, to cause 
such bitter woe? 



He comes ! he comes ! O Heaven, 
Let Freedom's sons be given 



Through the gleaming, flaming smoke. 
In closest contact broke 



A cry — a cry of wail ! 
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There, stretched upon the ground, 
With mourners hurrying round. 
Lies Warren, pouring from his heart his life in latest 
flow ! 

But Battle's tumult still 
Whirls wildly on the hill : 
Still up the ranks of England crowd ; meet, meet 
them as you may. 

Sons of Freedom, at your station ! 
For your God and for your nation, 
Strike, strike one blow, one true blow more, as you 
slowly leave the fray ! 

The blow is struck, and slow 
The sons of Freedom go — 
Slowly, sadly, yet half gladly — from the hill where- 
they had fought; 

And bleeding England's cheering 
Is half joyous and half fearing, 
For a hard-won, scarce-won trophy in his Lion-Flag 
is wrought. 
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BUNKER HILL. 
(another version.) 

The eve of a deathless day 

Had gathered o'er the land, 
And the clear moon cast her silvery ray 

On banner, plume, and brand. 
Ranks of the bold and free 

Were rallying thickly round, 
With the stern watchword, " Liberty ! 

To drum and trumpet sound. 
The hunter left his deer-trod hill. 
The hamlet's busy voice was still. 
The bark lay idle by the shore. 
The city's hum arose no more. 
And wild birds in the thicket sung 
Where late the woodman's hatchet rung. 
All came to swell the patriot ranks, — 

Men, who to man ne'er bowed the knee. 

Like mountain torrents, wild and free. 
Fierce bursting from their banks. 

Morn breaks. On yon embattled height. 
What form stands towering in the air. 

Holding an .^gis broad and bright 
O'er that small band collected there? 
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And whose that banner o'er her streaming, 
In red and snaky blazon gleaming, 
The Banner of the Rattlesnake? — 
" Who tread on me my terrors wake ! " 
And whose that Eagle at her side, 
With arching neck and look of pride ? 
American ! ' t is Freedom's form ! 
Does not thy life-blood kindle warm ? 
And thine that standard waving high, 
And thine that Eagle pluming by. 
With blast of trump and roll of drum. 
Near and more near the foemen come ; 
Think, sire, thy helpless children throw 
Their arms around and nerve thy blow ! 
Think, son, thy age-worn parents feel 
Their fireside hopes are on thy steel ! 
And, most of all, oh, think, that ye 
Defend a nation's liberty ! 

Have we not not seen, along the sky, 
The tempest rear its sulphury crest. 
Till, fold on fold, in darkest dye 

It mantles round some mountain's breast? 
As rush and blend those sable palls. 
Below a solemn stillness falls, 
Till flashing lightnings cut the air. 
And bursting thunders rattle there. 
What though beneath the splintering shock 
Topples the cliff, and rolls the rock? 
What though before the rushing blast 
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Tall pines, like weeds, to earth are cast, 
Aiid the strong rains the streamlets lash. 
Till, foaming torrents, on they dash? 
Still firm the mountain rears its form 
And frowns defiance to the storm. 
Thus came, thus rushed Oppression's might, 
And thus the Free maintained the fight. 

Smoke veils the view ; but flash on flash. 
And roar on roar, and crash on crash. 
And groan and shriek, and shout and yell 
The progress of the combat tell. 
Fitfully through the lurid haze 
Shoots fierce and red the cannon's blaze, 
And glance, like sparkles on a stream. 
Glitter of sword, and bayonet's gleam. 
It lifts : wild scene of rushing files. 
And dropping forms, and thickening piles ! 
But, on yon earthen mounds, behold! 
That crimson flag is . still unrolled ; 
There, side by side, the patriots stand, 
The bulwark of their native land. 

But what huge shape is in the sky. 
Seeming as from a burning lair 

Slowly emerging ? every eye 

For one brief instant fastens there. 

Is it some form the War-Fiend takes. 

To triumph o'er the scene he makes? 

That ruddy flush — that darting streak — 
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His helm and spear might well bespeak; 

But deeper frowns the murky cloud, 

Brightens the radiance in its shroud, 

Till city spire, embattled height, 

And sail-specked bay are bronzed with light. 

'T is flame ! 't is flame ! from roofs late bent 

O'er household groups of blest content, 

Where happy hearts were wont to beat, 

With all that made earth truly sweet: 

W^here are those groups ? On yon walled brow 

Stern manhood grasps his weapons now ! 

The leafy wood, the grassy field, 

To age and childhood shelter yield ; 

Where the content ? From every breast. 

Vengeance has chased the heavenly guest. 

In struggling masses, up the hill. 

On the steep glacis, scorched and ploughed, 
Beneath the tottering ramparts, still 

The eager hosts of England crowd. 
Twice had they hurled, with warrior might, 
On Freedom's ranks the deadly fight ; 
And twice, upon their corpse-strewn track. 
By Freedom's sons been beaten back. 
But see ! they rally now — the air 
Gleams with the bayonets bristling there. 
They come ! they come ! Brave hearts ! who 
stayed 

That serried torrent undismayed, 
When fiercer rushed its plough, 
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By all the dearest ties of earth, — 
By all the holiest rights of birth, — 
Sink not beneath it now ! 

Once more ! once more ! ye tried and true ! 
Bear up, for Freedom strives with you, — 
Your banner waves before your eye. 
Your guardian Eagle hovers nigh. 
By every blow a right is freed, 
On every effort Glory's meed! 
Ha ! Warren falls ! but waver not : 
Pour in your last, your deadliest shot ! 

Now, like a lion, death-beset. 
And drenched with blood, unconquered yet — 
With bristling mane, and rolling eye — 
Too weak to rush — too proud to fly — 
Scowling more grim, as hasten foes. 
Growling more fierce, as thicken blows — 
Till, with a roar of deep despair, 
He staggers feebly to his lair ; • 
Grasp, grasp again, ye little band. 
Each weapon with determined hand! 
Though every limb is faint with toil. 
And every vein has stained the soil. 
With your clenched muskets, strike once more 
One crushing blow ! — 't is o'er ! — 't is o'er ! — 
And shouting as they slowly flee. 
They leave the humbled king his useless 
victory. 
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Famous the deeds by our fathers done ! 
List to the Battle of Bennington ! 

Stalwart in body and lion in heart 

The heroes that bore in that battle their part. 

Oft did my grandsire tell the strife 

Till the winter storm with the sounds grew rife. 

The wind shrieked wild with the tones of fear; 
The hail was the musketry smiting my ear. 

The rusty old king's-arm seemed to call 

From the broad moose-antlers against the wall ; 

And the hilt of the battered old sword to perk, 
As if wishing the blade to be sharp at work. 

'T was at the close of a summer's day ; 
(One snowy night I thus heard him say ;) 

All through the hours from early morn 
Had I been working among the corn; 
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And now I watched in the sunset glow 
The shadows longer and stronger grow. 

Leagues of forest that hid the day 
Swept from my cabin of logs away, 

And naught of tidings e'er touched my ear 
From the world lying dimly, a distant sphere. 

I watched, as I said, by my cabin-door, 
The sundown creeping the clearing o'er. 

A hawk was rounding a pine near by. 
Rousing the echoes with hoarsest cry. 

A deer was grazing down toward the brink 
Of the beaver-dam brook for his sunset drink ; 

My sire was leaving the lot on the hill. 
Of threescore and ten, but vigorous still ; 

The household song of my wife rang free. 
Blent with my baby boy's frolicsome glee. 

All was contentment without alloy : 

I blessed the dear God in my grateful joy. 

What was the figure that just then broke 
Out from the shade of a skirting oak ? 
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Hurried his footstep and wild his air, 
Surely Hans Boorne was approaching there ; 

" Eouse thee, John Arnold ! " he panted quick ; 
Swift were his gestures, his breath came thick — 

Thick with his haste, and he sank below : 
"Kouse thee, John Arnold: the foe! the foe!" 

We sat us down in the plumy brake. 

And he told how Burgoyne had come up the lake, 

Taken Old Ty, and with twofold might 
Won Hubbarton's desperate stand-up fight ; 

And now was coming, with bow and spear, 
To bring captivity far and near. 

As deep I listened my veins grew hot. 

And a battle-field rushed o'er the sylvan spot. 

The kine-bell changed to the weapon's clank, 
The rows of rye to the serried rank ; 

And full in the midst was John Arnold's tread. 
With no fear in his heart, but war's fever instead. 

Where shots blazed reddest his way he took, 
And his arm waxed weary with blows he strook. 
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And I sprang to my feet with a ringing cry, 
" Hans Boorne, John Arnold will do or die ! " 

I took down the king's-arm ; the rust I cleared, 
Till its barrel like silver smooth shining appeared ; 

Left to my father the rifle, to slay 

The venison or panther chance prowling that way ; 

Clasped to my bosom my boy and wife, 

Then pointed my way toward the region of strife. 

Three days did I tramp by the moss on the bark; 
Three nights did my camp-fire jewel the dark ; 

At last, as the morning was beaming, I won 
The beautiful meadows of Bennington. 

The little Walloomsack rippled along, 
Giving the wilderness song for song ; 

Hasty tramplings of men were there ; 

The flag of my country high streaming in air. 

Old Stark was galloping to and fro; 
Wherever he hastened out burst a glow : 

" There stand the red-coats ! we '11 smite 'em well, 
And drive back the hounds to their kennels in hell. 
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"None but cowards will slink away! 
Sons of brave sires, wilt fight to-day ! 

" For Victory's banner shall fly o'er me, 
Or Molly Stark is a widow ! " said he. 

A shout rolled upward of fierce acclaim; 
Each bosom was burning with patriot flame. 

As blinked in the distance the red-coat ranks, 
Our torrent of frenzy boiled over its banks. 

And we shook with our firing the valley's green lap ; 
It was like one continuous thunder-clap. 

We stormed the heights where the Hessians stood. 
And made them red with their rascal blood. 

Not a cannon did give us aid, 

As on us their deadliest batteries played. 

We swept the fierce Indian — a yelping pack — 
And sneaking Tory, like leaves in our track. 

We beat them once, and then Breyman upbore. 
Brave rallied the foe, and they fought us once more. 

But all in vain, for bold Warner too 

Bore up, and for us, and we charged anew. 
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Bearskin helmet and plumed cap fell, 
YoUey met volley, yell mixed with yell. 

The musket-ball hissed and the rifle-ball sang, 
And the screech of the cannon-ball deafening rang. 

I saw through the black smoke the red-coats reel, 
And my heart at the brave sight grew harder than 



My trusty old king's-arm waxed heavy and hot. 
And still I poured without stint my shot. 

My wife seemed saying, " John Arnold, fight on ! " 
And I heard through the conflict the voice of my 



Still Stark went galloping up and down : 
" Fight, fight the base red-coats, mean slaves of a 
crown ! " 

" Fight, fight, my brave fellows, fight on ! " said he, 
" Or Molly, I tell ye, a widow shall be ! " 

With a shout that shook the sunset sky. 
We dashed right on — it was conquer or die. 

"How fashioned,"! asked, "was our noble old Stark?" 
Tall, gaunt, with an eye like the lightning-spark 1 



steel. 



son. 
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And where that eye glittered there withered our foes. 
For there fell the might of our fearfulest blows. 

The little Walloomsack blushed with red, 

And hushed its song, for 't was filled with dead. 

And when the night darkened, the air about 
Shook with our victory's thundering shout. 

Cannon and banners, and swords and guns. 
And captives were tribute to Freedom's sons. 

With the leader of all, bold Baum, who died 

As we rolled the loud cheers in our conquering pride. 

Old Stark uptowered among us still, 

" And Molly 's no widow ! " laughed he with a will. 

And so, my boy, was the grim fight won: 
Such was the Battle of Bennington. 
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Ho, hearties ! avast with your chatter ! 

Now let an old tar have his say. 
D' ye see 't is the tenth of September ? 

• Up royals and sky-sails to-day ! 
It warms me all over like grog, lads, 

As I haul it from memory's hold ; 
'Tis the day of the fight of old Erie, 

The grand fight of Perry the Bold ! 

I was but a youngster then, hearties. 

And powder I never had burned ; 
Was told I must stand by my gun, though. 

And meant to, whatever upturned. 
For " Free Trade and Sailors' Rights," hearties, 

I 'd made up my mind to uphold, 
And fight for them too, on old Erie, 

Alongside of Perry the Bold ! 

The night just before the great day, boys, 
I axed leave on shore for a while, 

To see my sweet jewel-eyed Jennie, 

Who was 'baccy and grog with her smile. 

She clung round my neck at our parting, 
I held her close, close in my fold, 
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But duty said, " OfF to old Erie ! 

You 're called for by Perry the Bold ! 

On the green dancing lake, in the distance, 

At morn the whole fleet were in view; 
And down as they came, lads, upon us, 

A quiet all over us grew. 
'T was a tough sight, I tell ye, my hearties ; 

It turned me now hot and now cold ; 
But the waters were those of old Erie, 

Our leader, lads, Perry the Bold! 

Our squadron too bore up to meet them ; 

We came like two thunder-clouds nigh; 
Our guns were all loaded and ready; 

The boys grim and silent stood by. 
I, hearties, had shipped in the Lawrence, 

That showed our brave Commodore's fold ! 
So I fought, as it were, on old Erie, 

Close shoulder to Perry the Bold. 

But avast — a word more of the Lawrence ; 

D' ye know what she flew at the fore ? 
'Twas the words of the brave dying hero 

Whose name the stout brigantine bore. 
" Don't give up the ship ! " were the words, lads. 

And cheer upon cheer we outroUed; 
For the words were true blue on old Erie. — 

True blue, lads, in Perry the Bold. 
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Now nearer and nearer and nearer — 

Our linstocks were all in a flame ; 
Our muzzles point-blank were all levelled — 

Still nearer, still nearer, we came. 
The quiet that brings the big blow, held 

The brig from her spar-deck to hold; 
'Twas a tough time we thought on old Erie, 

Though led on by Perry the Bold. 

This head is now whitened, my hearties ; 

I 'm hardened in sin, I 'm afraid ; 
But I'm not now ashamed to say, hearties, 

That — shiver my timbers ! — I prayed. 
I prayed to that God, of whose goodness 

My mother so often had told, 
To aid me that day on old Erie, 

Alongside of Perry the Bold. 

Still nearer and nearer and nearer. 

So dead-like the quiet, yet o'er 
I heard my heart knocking and knocking, 

As onward, still onward we bore. 
When out burst a roar in the distance — 

A crash a ball's quick errand told, — 
The Britisher's brag on old Erie, 

His loud brag to Perry the Bold. 

Still nearer and nearer and nearer. 
With quiet as dead as before — 
When " Fire ! " burst the word as in thunder, 
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And we opened together our roar. 
We opened together our roar, boys, 

And back his the Britisher rolled! 
Then began, boys, the fight of old Erie ! 

Our leader, boys. Perry the Bold ! 

Oh, did n't I handle my gun, boys, — 

My gun, boys, with shout upon shout? 
And didn't the balls rain among us? 

And did n't the blood run about ? 
A shipmate was dashed dead beside me ; 

The splinters flew — death-yells uprolled ; 
Oh, sassy that fight of old Erie ! 

More sassy, though. Perry the Bold ! 

The splinters flew, men fell around us ; 

The gun-deck was rolling in smoke. 
Lit up by the flash of the firing, — 

Flash, flash, in upon us that broke. 
Oh, the groans and the screams all around, lads! 

And the war-cries unceasing that rolled! 
Yes, sassy that fight of old Erie ! 

More sassy, though. Perry the Bold ! 

I know not how long it was, hearties; 

It might be an hour or more. 
When word came to leave the old Lawrence, 

And up through the hatches I bore. 
Oh, awful the sight that now met me ! 

My timbers ! it cannot be told ! 
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The sight of that fight of old Erie, 
So long fought by Perry the Bold ! 

Our sails were all hanging in tatters ; 

Plunged, staggered, our hull, — a mere wreck ; 
The red was o'erflowing the scuppers, 

The dead were all strewing the deck. 
Through smoke, all around us were vessels 

Torn — reeling — on billows that rolled ! 
Oh, sassy that fight of old Erie, 

So long fought by Perry the Bold ! 

" Bear a hand there, my hearties ! " cried Perry, 

And in the yawl tumbled the crew. 
And on, through the balls, thick as hailstones, 

All lightly and tightly we flew. 
O'er the swells torn to foam by the balls, lads, 

Our way with loud cheering we told — 
O'er the green dancing breast of old Erie, 

While high up stood Perry the Bold. 

We reached the Niagara, hearties ! 

And bore down again on the foe — 
Again woke our cannon its music. 

And blood began once more to flow. 
But the battle soon, hearties, was over ; 

Our shouts soon of victory rolled ; 
And so closed the fight of old Erie! 

Three cheers now for Perry the Bold 1 




THE VOLUNTEER IN MEXICO. 

Thank God, I have returned again ! thank God, I see 
around 

Familiar looks, and hear once more familiar voices 
sound ! 

Thank God, I have returned again ! what ! would you 
hear me tell 

Of all the wondrous fortunes that the wandering boy- 



Come, sit you down, my mother, and, dear sister, 

draw you near, 
And, little brother, climb my knee, and all of you shall 

hear. 

I kept outside a high, brave look when leaving you 
that day, 

But little did you know the grief that in my bosom 
lay; 

Dear sister, little brother, as you close did cling to me, 
I felt my inmost being wrung with utter misery ; 
And, mother, when you clasped your son and kissed 

him o'er and o'er, 
I thought I should have fallen, like a dead man, to 

the floor. 



befell ? 
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We landed on the burning sands, we saw the Castle 
rise 

In proud and massive strength beneath the Yera Cruzan 
skies : 

It stood there, like a giant, to defend his native soil, 
And every soldier knew full well that there began his 
toil ; 

Oh fierce and red the shells streamed down, thick fell 

the bloody dew; 
But soon upon the battlements our starry banner flew. 

We then took up our line of march, and, sister, would 
thine eye 

Had drank in all the sights I saw, — the sights of earth 
and sky ! 

The leagues of blossomy trees, and flowers like gems 

of every mine ; 
The daybreaks, noons, and sunsets, that to me seemed 

so divine; 

Tierra Caliente ! bright land ! — but little skilled 
Am I to tell the beauties that my wandering glances 



Diamonds of beetles, opal birds, and butterflies like 
flowers,. 

That sparkled through the crystal air — within the 

fragrant bowers ; 
The fire-fly's lamp, by whose broad light your letters I 

have read ; 

Flamingoes of such scarlet hue a glow seemed from 
them shed; 



filled ! 
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Loud paroquets, that flashed so in and out the leaves, 
it seemed 

As if in fluttering atoms all the land's rich rainbows 
gleamed. 

The lily, parasol in size, beside the streamlet's track, 
Flaunting its splendid tiger-skin, its tawny stripes and 
black ; 

The cactus, with its flesh-like leaves all spotted like a 
fawn, 

And with its great curled trumpet bloom deep-blushing 
as the dawn ; 

The cereus, dying with the night ; the century-plant, 
that towers 

An emerald candelabrum, with its golden lights of 
floWers. 

Still rising, rising, rising toward Sierra Madre's slope, 
The air each day more cool and clear — the vision 
wider scope ; 

Within the sharp horizon, on the left, a snowy cone 
Told Orizaba — on the right Perote reared its throne ; 
Still cooler air, still softer sun, still bluer, purer sky. 
With dreamy peaks, like distant smoke, just glimmer- 
ing on the eye. 

We came to Cerro Gordo — the foe had not been 
seen. 

Though many a hanging rock was passed and many a 
dark ravine; 
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We came to Cerro Gordo — there stood the foe's array, 
His batteries o'er the mountain's flank to challenge 
farther way ; 

Like a boiling flood, how rushed my blood as I saw 

their banners fly ! 
For desperate strife, with slaughter rife, I felt at length 

was nigh. 

We formed in battle order : brave Scott went to and 
fro. 

Up-towering like the mountain-pine ; each heart was 
in a glow ; 

We formed in battle order — the foe defiant stood. 
The lines of sable cannon-throats all prophesying blood; 
We formed in battle order — the charge the bugles 
blew. 

And up we dashed with a wild hurrah, each heart to 
the footstep true. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! how pealed the shots ! how burst the 

cannon's roar ! 
We fell in heaps, but steadily up, still steadily up we 

bore ! 

The batteries of the foe flashed forth red death, yet 

higher, higher ! 
We fell in heaps, but steadily up, still steadily, nigher, 

nigher ! 

How rolled the smoke ! hurrah ! hurrah ! how gushed 

life's crimson flow ! 
Still steadily up, still steadily up, still steadily toward 

the foe! 
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Closer and closer to the brow, although in showers the 
grape 

Crashed through our files, and from quick death to all 

seemed no escape ; 
Closer and closer, though whole ranks like snow would 

melt away, 

And scarcely could we step, so thick the dead all over 
lay, 

With the hands of dying comrades clutching at us as 
we went. 

And gashed throats howling water ! " and wild eyes 
on us bent. 

At last we reached the slippery brow — the Tower we 

quickly gained ; 
We looked — grim mouths of cannon, mute but hot, 

alone remained ; 
Dim broken ranks and single forms were flying through 

the smoke. 

And now and then a yell rang out — a musket's echo 
broke ; 

We looked above — hurrah, hurrah ! that gleaming; 
shape we see 

Is our own nation's Stars and Stripes, run up for victory ! 

Oh, many a long day marched we on, when we had won 
this fight ! 

Oh, many a long and weary day o'er height succeeding 
height ; 

The rich, blue sky of Mexico smiled o'er us, and the 
plains 




136 THE VOLUNTEER IN MEXICO. 



Seen from the heights, seemed glittering o'er with all 

the sunset's stains; 
The hues of garden, field, and wood, while in the 

shining air 

Gems seemed to glow, as to and fro the bright birds 
darted there. 

Oft would we tread some winding path, the cold bare 
ledges o'er, 

While our chilled blood seemed freezing, as along we 
slowly bore ; 

But far below us would we see a vale of verdure deep. 
Where Summer, couched in leaves and flowers, seemed 

in the shade asleep ; 
While lower still, the torrent mad, whose fierce and 

thundering might 
Appalled us, as we trod the vale, appeared transfixed 

in white. 

The tall Palmetto with its bloom, as if wreathed snow 
were there ; 

The huge Briareus-Banian, with its hundred arms in 
air ; 

The Cypress, mourner grim and dark, gray-haired with 

streaming moss; 
The beautiful Banana, with its leaves of glittering gloss ; 
The Orange and the Citron, — their flowers sweet haunt 

of bees, — 

All stood around, and bent above — a world, a world 
of trees. 
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My right-hand man — with whom I marched through- 
out each weary day 

Shoulder to shoulder — was the lad — you knew him 
— Walter Hay ; 

A strong, bold, cheerful boy he was, and much he 
talked to me 

Of his dear home, and how he longed again that home 
to see; 

How often of his mother, of his sisters, would he 
speak, 

"While, spite of all his gayety, the tears would wet his 
cheek. 

And when I better knew him, oft, for hours within 
our tent, 

He talked of her, his dearest one, on whom his hopes 
were bent; 

His sweetest one, his loveliest one, her cheek so like 
the rose, 

Her eye so like the violet, the bluest one that grows ; 
His Sara, his own Sara, his bright Sara was his theme ; 
He looked and spoke and acted then as in a fairy 
dream. 

Well, day by day we marched along — at last we saw 
below 

An oval plain — a sudden sea — the plain of Mexico ; 
Oh, 't was a rare, a glorious scene, that mountain-girdled 
plain. 

With ranchos, churches, villages, roads, lakes, and fields 
of grain; 
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Two peaks of white, high o'er the sight, while in the 
middle view 

The Montezumas' checkered domes our cheers, wide 
thundering, drew. 

Down, down we pressed, and on we pressed; but, 

mother, I '11 not dwell 
On all the scenes, the scenes of dread, that afterward 

befell. 

Hurricane after hurricane of blood and iron hail 
Swept o'er, until it seemed most strange one lived to 

tell the tale; 
Contreras, Cherubusco, Molino's midnight-pall, 
And haughty, high Chapultepec, — that direst fight 



Now as I think of those red strifes, all are a chaos 
wild 

Of rushing columns, staggering ranks, and dead and 
dying piled ; 

The cannon's shaking thunder, shots rolling nigh un- 
broke ; 

The quick, dead beats of charging horse — of choking, 
blinding smoke ; 

Climbings of roaring batteries — of strugglings, stum- 
blings on. 

Of firing, fighting eye to eye, until the strifes were 
won. 

Still Walter Hay was by my side, no wound had touched 
him yet ; 



of all. 
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Charmed lives we both appeared to wear from ball or 
bayonet, — 

Charmed lives, although we gladly rushed where fields 
were thickest strewed, 

(I mean him, mother, for your son would show no 
braggart's mood,) 

Until we thought each other safe from death's relent- 
less sweep — 

Ah me, ah me, the sad reverse compels me now to 
weep ! 

Through all these dreadful tempests, as I said, poor 

Walter passed; 
One struggle more at the city gates — these gained, 

't would be our last. 
Ah me, dear mother ! sister ! my heart was nearly 

crushed ! 

On, through the high arched causeway, toward the Belen 

Gate we rushed — 
We saw brave Quitman wave his sword — we rushed 

with might and main, 
And each one felt how glad to die, first entrance could 

he gain. 

Waiter and I were bounding on — our guns we just 
had fired — 

A band of rallied Mexicans had from their stand re- 
tired — 

Our comrades all were scattered, we were running, as 
I said. 
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In track of the flying foemen, at the topmost of our 
tread — 

" On, on ! " cried Walter, " let ns see who first the gate 
will pass ; 

I wrote to her, it must be I ! " poor friend ! alas, alas ! 

We reached the gateway breast to breast — it towered 

up strong and high ; 
I nerved myself anew with strength — just then I 

heard a cry : 

Oh, fatal sound ! that low, short cry — I turned, and 
there he lay, 

Writhing in moans, the dark red blood swift wafting 
life away ! 

Yes, swift away — the cursed ball had torn his breast 
apart — 

I took poor Walter in my arms, and laid him next 
my heart. 

His pale lips shook, he fixed his eyes, all filmy, on my 
face ; 

He knew his friend, oh, deep to God rose blessings for 
that grace ! 

He knew his friend — he pressed my hand, and then 

he tried to speak; 
I felt that he was happy, for a smile came on his cheek. 
His pale lips shook again, bless God ! not now in vain 

he tried, 

"Tell her I thought of her last of all!" he brokenly 
gasped and died. 
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I bore him to a hollow beyond the battle's roam, — 
A little sylvan hollow which reminded me of home ; 
There, underneath the tender grass, within a thicket 
deep 

I laid him down, my dear, dear friend, to sleep his 

long, long sleep ; 
To sleep his long, long sleep, and there I stretched 

myself for hours. 
While seemed my heart would never cease to pour its 

tearful showers. 

The next day proudly in we marched, with flags and 

glancing arms ; 
Bright girls made every balcony a paradise of 

charms ; 

Where'er we turned, dark eyes were there and locks 
of ebony; 

Trumpets and drums were loud in joy, but no joy rose 
for me ; 

Where'er I looked, the loveliest form but brought his 

streaming gore, 
And through the crashing instruments his gasping 

accents bore. 

And now, dear friends, unharmed from strife to you I 

come again — 
To see your faces, hear you speak — the joy thrills 

heart and brain ! 
Oh, never again I leave you, but here will I gladly 

toil; 
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Enough of war : it makes God's earth a crimsoned, 

blackened spoil ! 
And, sister, go — I cannot — and tell poor Sara 

Wayte ! 

And, mother, tell his mother of poor dear Walter's 



fate! 
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Ho ! neighbors, friends, come, draw around ! loud beats 

the driving snow; 
I feel just in the mood to-night to talk of Mexico ; 
To tell what ye have striven so oft to draw from me 

in vain. 

For, neighbors, I despise a tongue that cannot bear a 
rein ! 

I feel just in the mood to-night ! drink every one his 
glass ! 

Let rage the storm ! drink every one a bumper to his 
lass ! 

How the good liquor glows within ! drink, neighbors, 
fast and free. 

As I tell the day of the three great iights, each fight 
a victory ! 

You know I joined the army late, I followed in its 
wake ; 

It was only at Puebla I its rear could overtake. 
Oh, the glories of that journey, friends ! what memo- 
ries round me throng ! 
"What memories of the radiant scenes I witnessed all 



along ! 
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Such flowers, such trees, such kindling dawns, such 
skies of sunset blaze ; 

Such clear, soft, scented moonlight nights ! such gold- 
blue dazzling days! 

A realm not real, but magical, seemed beaming all 
around ; 

Enchantment shone in every sight, and spoke in every 
sound. 

If hungry, a banana straight peeled off in mealy gold ; 
If thirsty, I but stretched above, an orange filled my 
hold. 

" What are those flashes in the leaves," I asked, " blue, 

yellow, and red ? " 
" Why, paroquets ! " a grim dragoon loitering beside 

me said. 

" And what those floating flowers all round, of purple, 

green, and white ? " 
" Those ? butterflies ! " and oh, the web they wove of 

wavering light ! 
" And what those poising jewels there, that glance in 

rings of mist?" 
" Why, humming-birds ! " and, friends, they seemed to 

burn the bowers they kissed. 

And then the tall plumed plantain, with its crimson 
creeping vine. 

And the Flower e Spiritu Santo, — white dove on whiter 
shrine ; 

The pillar-like palmetto, with its bayonets of leaves, 
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And the mangrove, that one bulbous vast and prickly. 

wreath upheaves ; 
The blossoms, gold-tongued, blue-eyed, red-cheeked,. 

rained on every hand, 
Till all seemed, as I say again, not earth, but fairy land ; 
"With fragrance sent, like incense-clouds, and filling all 

the air. 

Each blossom with its own sweet breath, rich, delicate, 
and rare. 



In the first twilight that stole on, great spots of golden- 
green 

Sailing around I saw, so rich they kindled up the 
scene ; 

When one gleamed by, each dark dragoon's broad spur 
and bridle-bit 

Shone with a golden glitter out as with a lightning-flit. 
Large as the buttons on my breast, they glittered and 
they flew. 

Till through the thickening dusk long threads of lam- 
bent flame they drew. 

What were they, neighbors, think ye ? they were fire- 
flies ; but, ye powers ! 

Planets to fluttering chimney-sparks compared to those 
of ours ! 



And then the ripe pomegranate, delicious as woman's 
lips; 

And the fig in its glutinous seediness, like drops the 
honeycomb drips ; 
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The cloying chirimoya, the citron golden -sweet ; 
The cocoa's cool and limpid draughts, to soothe the 
feverish heat ; 

The grape's plump, gushing lusciousness ; the melon's 
sugary flesh ; 

The pineapple's fragrant pungency ; the yam, so white 
and fresh ; 

The granadita's perfumed pulp, the cooling sugar-cane, 
And golden rusty apricots, showered round like drops 
of rain. 

Then the village with its plaza, where the church stood 

solemn and dark. 
And the village fandango-dancers, each one merry as a 



The horseman at the cross-road near, curveting in his 
pride. 

With his rich saddle, striped sarape, spurs, gourd, som- 
brero wide ; 

The arriero, winding slow up, up the mountain-way, 
His mule-bells tinkling sweetly, and his loud song 
echoing gay ; 

And wayside girls, all offering milk and plantains as 
we passed, 

The pleasanter for the eye-shots quick and wreathed 
smiles they cast. 

It was at fair Puebla, as I said, I found our host, 
Puebla, city beautiful. Sierra Madre's boast ! 



lark! 
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I joined an upward baggage-train, escorted by dragoons, 
And left the sands of Vera Cruz by the loveliest of 
moons. 

Dissolving in the warm night-air, with every breath, I 
drew 

The ravishing scent of the orange-flower extracted by 
the dew; 

While silver pictures, wrought of field and woodland, 

widely stretched. 
By the pencil of the moonlight all around me softly 

sketched. 

And then Jalapa's dwelling-rows, and gardens thronged 
with flowers ; 

Her fields on fields of golden wheat, her clustering 

fruitage-bowers ! 
Oh, the soft, dark, speaking, maddening eyes ! her 

forms of swimming grace ! 
Oh, the tones of softest music — stay, or reason 

leaves its place ! 
I '11 only think of one, sweet, pure, and soft as zephyr's 

sigh, 

Whose presence bright my heart to-night fills as the 
moon the sky. 

lovely, lovely Inez, O sweetest flower that breathes ! 
Pulse of my life ! around thy shrine how greenly 

memory wreathes ; 
Pulse of my life ! star of my heart ! dear Inez, ne'er 



can I 
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Forget thee till the last dark hour I lay me down to die ! 
Pulse of my life ! star of my heart ! my love will have 
its way, 

And on the whiteness of the past thought fondly 
makes delay. 

How often did we stroll within the sunset's mellow 
light, 

Aad watch the amber twilight silvering, deepening 
into night ! 

And ere the last red burned away, the quenching 

moonlight came 
And steeped the plain and mountain-tops in its clear, 

crystal flame ; 

Tinkled the lute, warbled the flute ; — how lightly 

flew the hours ! 
While all the air did incense bear — warm kisses of 

the flowers ! 

At last we left Jalapa, — I left my Inez dear ; 
Transparent rain was melting down, all glittered fresh 
and clear ; 

From far the peon's whistle came, the paroquet's from 
the wood; 

Dripping with fringing diamonds, palm and live-oak 

round us stood; 
The moss-beards on the oaks were pearled; the great 

broad orbs of flowers 
Twinkled with every breath, they hung so steeped in 

silvery showers. 
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Oh many were the villages we went at twilight in; 
We found them sunk in quietness, we filled them 

with our din ! 
We filed slow through the narrow streets, each window 

and each door 
With sombreros and rebosas, and dark, bright looks 

brimmed o'er. 
The arriero in the plaza drove his mule away ; 
The maidens left the water-tank ; the lepero would not 

stay 

Though stretched at ease upon his back ; and quick 

the peon's bound, 
As we passed along with measured tramp and drum 

and trumpet's sound. 

But oh, the night's fandango, within the rancho's 
wall. 

How oft will memory those bright hours of mirth 

and peace recall ! 
Each senorita's fairy feet sprang spinning in the air; 
How light they bounded from the floor, as the waltz 

went circling there ! 
Each little waist made pliant play, and sparkling every 

glance ; 

" Si Senor Americanos ! " they lisped, as we asked 

them for the dance ; 
And off we whirled, and round we whirled, while 

stood their lovers nigh. 
With jealousy on each scowling brow, and in each 

snaky eye. 
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At length we reached a summit, and looked down upon 
a plain. 

Girdled with towering mountain-tops and level as the 
main. 

Far, far away it stretched, with woods and villages 
and fields. 

Waiving and smiling in the charms that cultivation 
yields ; 

And in the midst, like an island, spires, domes, roofs, 

a cluster wide. 
With two great peaks of glittering snow, built sharp in 

the sky beside. 

'T was Mexico, with its sealike plain ! hurrah ! the goal 
was won ! 

The Halls of the Montezumas there were gleaming in 
the sun! 

The goal was won — but, soft — the foe ! the foe ! 

stood in our way; 
No matter ! our arms were in our hands ! no might 

our path could stay. 
What stays the American Eagle ? Not surely the Aztec 

Snake ! 

Through all their gates and batteries our hosts in scorn 
would break! 

A hundred lakes were glittering o'er ; like beaten silver 
plates. 

And broad-built causeways stretched for leagues up to 
the city-gates; 
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Here broadly lay Tezcuco ; there Chalco spread its 
breast, 

With heights whose names we knew not then, each 

showing fortified crest, — 
Contreras, Cherubusco, and proud Chapultepec ! 
A few days passed, and each one lay a black and 

battered wreck. 

Now all was vivid action ! all hearts were highly 
strung, 

Loud talk in the ranks all day ; at night, loud in the 

tents the tongue. 
One fair-haired boy I noticed, beside his sire he 

marched ; 

I loved from the first his soft blue eye and brow like 

a' woman's arched. 
His sire was gray but vigorous ; he bore his musket 

strong. 

And much he loved on his son to gaze, and cheer his 
steps along 

In march through the beating sunshine, while Na- 
ture panting lay, 

Without one wandering breeze abroad, to cool the sul- 
try day. 

We passed through fields of barley, we passed through 

plains \)f maize, 
We passed by haciendas white in the keen bright 

blinding rays ; 
Each moment bore us nearer — each hour my heart 

rose higher, 
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Each hour I stronger clutched my gun, until my blood 
seemed fire ; 

I longed to have the conflict come — though, friends, 

a kind of dread 
Crept when I thought a few days more might see me 

with the dead. 
I thought of home and Inez, of mother, and then of 

prayer ; 

For oft in old times had I asked, with her, the Fa- 
ther's care. 

But as we marched by field and stream, and nearer 

approaching, oft 
I caught short glimpse of the waiting foe on the level 

or aloft, — 

Now through the gold of the ripening grain we saw 

the weapons high. 
The yellow cloaks and crimson caps of the lancers 

filing by; 

And swarming by the batteries, the jackets white and 
blue 

Of the foot, as close in line of attack or hollow squares 
they drew. 

Another day we onward marched, 't was the nineteenth 

of August now ; 
Before us reared Contreras his haughty, fortified brow ; 
That was the point of attack we knew ; I sat down 

on a drum 

That just had rattled its music, and I felt the hour 
was come. 
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My gun lay bright on my knee ; how soon, I thought, 

as I turned it o'ei, 
'T would be black with the grimy powder or red with 

the streamy gore. 
I looked at the ranks that stood around, and thought 

how soon might they, 
Mid shrieks and shots and rain of ball, be gasping 

life away. 

I laid my hand on my heart; how soon its pulses 

might be still; 
But off with thought ! with folly 't was fraught — I 

looked at the frowning hill. 

The afternoon sun is shining now, and now our ranks 
we form; 

The Mexic-batteries far and wide began a hurtling 
storm. 

We dashed in turn upon them ! in vain their death- 
shots flew ; 

Hours struggled on — in blood and smoke at last the 
day withdrew ; 

And steadfast we our station took, till the new dawn- 
ing light 

Should guide us in our baffled rage up, up that scorn- 
ful height. 

The night was dark and rainy; at length the dawn- 
ing came ; 

'T was the twentieth day of August, — that day of 
eternal fame ! 
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With ranks close-dressed and bayonets fixed, we pressed 

up toward the height, 
Which opened its batteries on us, but could not stay 

our might. 

Right through the storm of fire and hail, right through, 

right through we rushed ! 
What though whole columns strewed the earth ? what 

though earth deeply blushed ? 
Right through, right through, up, up we went, and a 

moment scarce it seemed. 
Till on the brow of Contreras our starry standard 

gleamed. 

But on ! no rest, no rest to-day ! Antonia must be won ! 

Beyond it Cherubusco is glittering in the sun ! 

On, on we go, toward the fortified foe ! we bound 

like a billow there ; 
We drive our foes ! Antonia shows our banner too in 



On, on to Cherubusco, where the Aztec Serpent's flight 
Was stayed for its last desperate coil in its most ven- 
omous might. 

All now was one wide scene of strife ! The Tete du 

Pont was here 
Feeling the blows of the daring Worth ; the church, 

San Pablo near. 
Was reeling to the gallant Twiggs ; thick sulphur 

choked the air ; 
Through whose dark smoke the gun-blaze broke — 

blood, blood glared everywhere ! 



air ! 




THE DAY OF THE THREE FIGHTS. 155 

Whole columns melt — deep volleys roar — shouts, 

shrieks, and groans arise ; 
Ha ! is the foe retreating there ? on ! on ! he flies ! he 

flies ! 

He leaves the bloody Tete du Pont ; San Pablo 
only now 

Is launching lessening thunders from his half-con- 
quered brow ! 

On ! on ! we pour our deadly shots : on ! on ! ha, see ! 
ha, see ! 

The white flag from San Pablo streams ! the foe is on 
his knee ! 

Victory ! victory ! o'er the brow of Cherubusco streams 
Our starry flag, that fairly seems to blaze with tro- 
phied gleams. 

But still no rest ! press on ! press on ! the foe makes 

one more stand 
Betw^een us and - the city-walls, — a daring, desperate 

band ; 

His foot in threatening columns, in frowning mass his 
horse. 

And battle's music peals again in fiercer, wilder force. 
Again the dead and dying ! again the streams of gore ! 
Again the shout blends deep with shriek ! again the 
bullets pour ! 

Now in stern thunder dash the horse ! still volleys 
echo deep ! 
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Out bursts once more the cannon's roar, great sulphury 

vapors sweep ; 
We press the foe : — they flee ; but now I saw a sight 

that still, 

Good neighbors, makes the inmost chord within my 
bosom thrill ! 

As rushed I on, I saw before a slender Mexic-boy ; 
Doubtless he was a father's pride, a loving mother's 



Oh, he was wounded sorely, with hardly strength to 
run ; 

Behind him rode a tall dragoon, with sabre in the 
sun ! 

He did not mean to do it, friends ; I think he did not 
mean 

To slay the boy — the bleeding boy ! but I forward 

saw him lean; 
The boy had fallen upon his knees, his hands were 

up in prayer ; 
Neighbors ! he could n't have meant to kill the boy in 

his despair. 

Forward I leaped, shrill shrieked the boy ; he fell, the 
rearing horse 

Plunged his sharp forefeet down, and left behind a 

mangled corse. 
He had not meant to do it, friends ; his heart held 

battle's wrath, 
And the soldier did not see who there was praying 

in his path. 



joy I 
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But then with a heart that blazed with flame, I 

called on him to turn ; 
I know I should have slain him, for my heart felt 

very stern. 

Oh, how I wished to smite him, to hear him for mercy 
groan. 

As I grasped his cowardly, murderous throat, for the 
mercy he did not own ! 

But then there came another sight, which caused my 
heart to glow, 

I saw a wounded Mexican, his life in latest flow. 

He too was a slender, delicate boy, and by him bleed- 
ing lay 

A soldier of my country, whom age was turning gray. 

He was placing to his gasping lips, as I saw him, his 
canteen. 

And, neighbors, you must know the thirst of a bloody 

death is keen ! 
He was placing it his lips, I say, when brokenly from 

the child, 

Came " water, water ! " spoke in tones how thrilling 

and how wild ! 
The soldier paused, perchance the boy reminded him 

of his own ; 

He gazed upon him as the lad sank back with a feeble 
moan ; 

He took the little fellow then upon his crimson breast, 
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Placed the canteen to his pallid lips, his form then 

closer pressed ; 
I watched them both, both gasped in death, the little 

boy's head at last 
Dropped deeper down, the man's arms dropped — the 

spirits of both had passed ! 

But now I fell, then rose again, and staggered bleeding on ; 
Oh, the dread sights of the battle-field when battle's 

flame is gone ! 
The dead in heaps — the dying in heaps, all soaking, 

soaking in blood! 
As, friends, we see in Autumn rains the heaped leaves 

of the wood ; 

But I cannot, I cannot relate the sights ! besides, I fell 
again, 

For keen, most keen now throbbed my wound; I 
writhed on the ground with pain. 

Just then a sorrowful, moaning sound in front, my vis- 
ion drew. 

And there I saw the sire and son that I described to 
you, — 

That fair-haired son with eyes of blue, that sire with 
locks of white, — 

Ah me, good friends, believe me, 't was a very sorrow- 
ful sight. 

The son was bleeding to death, the sire was vainly 

trying to check 
The thick, warm purple blood, that fast was flowing 

from his neck. 
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I heard the son say, " Father, father ! do not weep for 
me ! 

Mother, mother ! that your face your son again 
could see 1 ^' 

Oh, wild, wild burst the father's sobs, "My boy, my 

boy ! " he moaned ; 
And rocked his old frame to and fro, as the boy more 

feebly groaned ; 
The kerchief he had wrapped around the child's neck 

dripped with gore ; 
Closer and closer he clasped, — " My boy ! " repeating 

o'er and o'er. 

I felt as if my heart would burst ; but now a shout I 
heard, 

A thunder of hoofs ! I turned, I looked, and by, like 

a skimmmg bird. 
His steed all foam, his face all fire, wild cries upon 

his tongue. 

Waving his falchion o'er his head, the gallant Kear- 
ny sprung ! 

Past swept his men with gallopping hoofs, the next a 
darkness came 

Across my eyes, and suddenly back I fell with nerve- 
less frame. 

Long, neighbors, did I lay and groan in the hospital's 

dreary gloom ; 
I thank kind Heaven that in its air I did not find a 



tomb. 
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At last I rose ; meanwhile our troops more bloody 

fights had fought, — 
Molino del Eey and Chapul tepee, and the City's fall 

had wrought. 

I joined another baggage-train, my Inez saw once 

more ; 

Neighbors, I go to claim my bride ! and my long talk 
is o'er ! 

Yet ere I stop, friends, neighbors all ! one name I 
would propose, 

A name at which my soldier's heart within me 
warmly glows ; 

I give you Scott, the gallant chief! he fought his bat- 
tles well. 

And' while our nation lives, that name Fame's echoing 

trump shall swell ! 
Honor to Scott, the gallant chief! God bless him ! 

for he 's brave ! 
Both brave and good, and when he dies he'll fill a 

laurelled grave 1 
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" Absent but not forgotten ! " words how glowing, 

What present bliss they kindle in the breast, — 
What future peace on loneliest hours bestowing, 

Charming all thoughts of sorrow into rest. 
Peace to the wanderer when no more beholding 

The one pure planet of his earthly heaven ; 
Balm to his breast, as if her form infolding, — 

Her at whose shrine his holiest vows were given. 

Still unforgotten ! though the eye may rest not 

Upon the one, the dearest to his sight; 
Though the warm, beating bosom may be pressed not 

Upon the heart that throbs with wild delight; 
Still unforgotten ! still upon the altar 

Glows the pure flame that absence cannot kill ; 
And though far distant, yet the lips will falter. 

With warm, unwavering faith, " Remembered still ! " 

" Remembered still ! " he knows her heart's devotion ! 

What, though the gloom of fate may frown around ! 
What, though the storm be on life's tossing ocean. 

Brave rides his bark — no dread is in the sound. 
VOL. ij. 11 
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Old happy days again come brightening o'er him ; 

Old happy days! joy, joy is on its throne: — 
Life, like an Eden, sparkling lies before him, 

He feels, he knows, that she is all his own. 
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Doth not the heart alone a God proclaim ? 

Blot Revelation's every trace from man ! 

Yea, let him not even Nature's features scan ! 
There are within him feelings still the same. 
That tell of God ; the conscience deep that speaks, 
Though sin its wildest force upon us wreaks; 
Born with us, never dying, ever preaching 

Of right and wrong with reference aye to Him — 
Hope, tireless, toward the misty future reaching — 

High aspirations struggling from the dim 
Up toward the bright — an endless unrepose 
From something unattained — a ceaseless teaching 
Of things divine in thoughts and dreams ; the woes 
Of wishes not fulfilled — the eternal truth disclose. 




HOPE. 



When Fancy, with all her bright visions, is flown, 
And the soul like a wreck on life's ocean is thrown ; 
When Spring-tide is past, with its sun and its flowers, 
Oh, what then can brighten this bleak world of ours? 

Yes Hope, the Enchantress, she comes to us then. 
And sheds o'er a life-giving brilliance again, — 
The Seraph who bends from her Edenward sphere. 
To cheer us and guide us, and watch o'er us here. 

When storms howl around us, and frowning the day. 
And the joys of our life are swept rudely away, 
If Hope too is shrouded by sorrow and care. 
Naught, naught then can save us from endless despair. 

Oh, Hope she sustains us through trial and grief, 
In care and in trouble our balm of relief, — 
The sunshine that tinges our tears as they fall, 
Our Comfort, our Blessing, our Angel, our All. 

The spring flower that bursts from cold winter's domain. 

The first hour of freedom from Tyranny's reign. 

The star that shines high, • undisturbed by the blast, 

The rainbow that arches the tempest at last. 
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Oh, Hope never leaves us, she never proves cold, — 
The new smiles succeed as the others wax old; 
Like the bough of the orange that never is bare, 
As the fruit drops away, still fresh blossoms are there. 
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OR, THE DAWN OF CHRISTIA:N"ITY. 

SUGGESTED BY A STATUE, " THE INDIAN GIRL," BY PALMER. — SHE 
STANDS HOLDING A CRUCIFIX. 

Again this image — strange ! 
How beats my heart ! and yet it is not fear ! 

What power hath led my range 
Through these wild woods to find this semblance here ! 

Such memories crowd around 
Of that first scene — and then the dreadful last ! 

The first which earliest bound 
My heart ! its thoughts rush on me deep and fast ! 

The old man with his tone 
Of music that my inmost spirit stirred; 

Deep music, like the moan 
Of the low wind at midnight, I have heard. 

Speaking our Indian tongue 
In the tribe's circle stood he, meek but bold; 

I, on his accents hung, 
And oh, the wondrous, wondrous tale he told. 
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He said love ruled on high ; 
That the Great Spirit sent his only Son 

Upon the earth to die ; 
So all to goodness should by love be won. 

A shape like this he held, 
And ofttimes on it fixed his ardent view; 

As trembled, sank, and swelled 
His voice, my bosom swelled and trembled too. 

He said revenge was sin 
To Him who thus had died in torments dread; 

Holding the shape within 
The wondering sight of all around him spread. 

That in those tortures stern 
He died to show for all of earth his love ; 

So all who loved in turn, 
Should reach at death the Happy Land above. 

Moons passed; then burst the strife 
Between the white and red man — everywhere 

Like lightning glanced the knife. 
Blood drenched the earth, and death-screams woke the 
air. 

One eve there was a cry 
Throughout our village, full of fierce delight; 

A prisoner was to die ! 
And I, though shrinking, came to view the sight. 




168 



THE INDIAN GIRL; 



'T was he — the old man — bound, 
Bound to the stake and waiting for the fire; 

Our Braves were dancing round, 
Chanting their deeds and fierce with vengeful ire. 

And he — the pale-face — he, 
The old, old man so feeble in his breath, 

With look so high — so free 
From fear, though solemn with approaching death! 

That look so high ! I saw 
An eagle that same morn — he took his stand 

Upon a pine ; with awe 
I gazed upon him, for he seemed so grand. 

At length he launched away 
Against a thunder-cloud, — how wide he swept ! 

Forth leaped the red-forked ray, 
And the blast shrieked, but still his path he kept. 

That eagle — that old man 

So like in look — my heart to water turned ; 
I scarce his form could scan 

Through the deep tears that on my eyelids burned- 
Brief shone that lofty glance, — 

'T was only when a warrior gashed his cheek ; 
Then on his brow's expanse 

Settled a look still fearless, but how meek! 
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He grasped within his hand 
Again this shape — he fixed his glances there ; 

While round, our warrior band 
Bade him, with taunts, for fiery death prepare. 

Still there he kept his eye, 
And often held it eager to his heart; 

Though never ceased to ply 
The Braves their torments with their direst art 

His lips too moved as when 
To the Great Spirit talks our Priest; I drew 

Closer and closer then — 
Did he not talk to his Great Spirit too ? 

For he who left his race, 
The pale-face Brave, to live our forest ways, 

Said, tottering from his place, 
" I cannot strike him now — he prays ! he prays ! " 

Our warriors fired the pile ; 
Up streamed the blaze, and still that prayerful look ; 

They danced in joy the while. 
But how my heart in frenzied suffering shook ! 

It must — it must be right ! 
He was a pale-face — thus the Indian's foe ! 

In the Great Spirit's sight 
The deed was good! my tribe all tell me so. 
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There too was my brave sire, 
He the great chief, the Panther of his tribe ! 

He danced around the fire. 
Chanting glad song and showering scornful gibe. 

And he — the youth — who late 
On the red war-path gained the warrior's boon ; 

Who wooed me for his mate 
With song so soft beneath the summer moon. 

It must be right — but still 
That aged man, with hair so thin and white ! 

Can scenes so fearful fill 
Him, the Great Spirit, with supreme delight ? 

Did he not say that love 
Ruled the Great Spirit ? that revenge was sin ? 

That the bright land above, 
Those who obeyed His law could only win? 

I have seen warriors die ! 
Die with the war-song loud upon their breath, 

Fierce front and flashing eye. 
Hurling their scorn and laughing wild at death. 

But none like this old sire, 
With sight so loving and with brow so mild; 

Showing amid the fire 
A warrior's soul with meekness of a child. 
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Can such a deed of blood 
Please the Great Spirit? Something in my heart 

Says " No ; it is not good ! " 
Strange are these thoughts, but they will not depart. 

The whisper stronger steals 
Through all my frame — that He who rules above, 

No joy in vengeance feels ; 
That He loves all things — that His heart is love. 

I feel it in the soft 
And thrilling music of the forest dove; 

In thoughts so fond and oft 
Of my young warrior, that His heart is love. 

I feel it as I think 
Of the tame fawn that seeks me where I rove; 

The flowers, whose breath I drink, 
That the Great Spirit's heart is full of love. 

These feathers I have found, 
I care not for them now, though soft and gay; 

I '11 cast them to the ground. 
And, this shape next my heart, go home and pray. 
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The organ woke: first sounding deep and low, 

As if from sleep ; then rang it like a lyre ; 

Then it seemed leaping with triumphant fire ; 
Then with concentrate heat appeared to glow; 
Then with sharp, cutting, whizzing notes, it shook 

The inmost bosom. Now a warbling flute ; 
And now it murmurs music like a brook ; 

Dying, still dying, until nearly mute. 
Hark ! what a pealing din — a sea of sound ! 

It seems to burst asunder with a shock; 

The air appears to surge — the room to rock, 
As though an earthquake shuddered through the ground. 
Such is the human heart, in either tone 
That grief, joy, passion, wrath, mirth, love, and rapture 
own. 
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All day the chill, bleak wind had shrieked and wailed 

In leafless forests and o'er meadows sear. 
Through the harsh sky, great sable clouds had sailed; 

Outlines were hard ; all Nature's looks were drear. 
Gone, Indian Summer's soft, delicious haze 
Mantling bland nights, and filming mellow days. 
Then rose gray clouds : thin fluttered first the snow ; 

Then fell like shaken fleece, then in dense streams, 
That covered gradually all below 

To pearly smoothness. Then outburst the gleams 
At sunset; Nature shone in flashing white. 
And the last rays tinged all with rosiest light. 
So when my noontide fades, may evening's gloom 
Turn to white peace, and death shed o'er hope's radiant 
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With one bold spring, the little streamlet sinks 
Prostrate below, and slumbers still and pure, 
Holding its silver mirror to the sun 
And open sky. It rushes from its height, 
Like some bold warrior to the gladdening fray; 
Then rests like that same warrior in repose. 
Smiling at victory won. When summer noon 
Makes earth and air all drowsy with its heat, 
Delicious is the rumble of the plunge 
Sounding its grateful coolness to the ear, 
And blending sweetly with the sighing tones 
Born where the pine uplifts its dark blue spire, 
And with the humming, like a giant bee. 
The tall slim mill yields ever through the day. 
Noon's columned beams bring likewise out the hues 
That shift and quiver upon the headlong sheet; 
The emerald and the sapphire of its curve. 
The diamond tremble of its glancing drops, 
And all the tints that glitter in the threads — 
Divided sunshine — of the opal bow 
Gleaming and dancing in the snowy foam 



1 Opposite Albany. 
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Born at its tumbling foot. The afternoon 

Steeps it in pleasant shadow, with a ring 

Of radiance on the cedar's slender tip 

And mill's sharp roof, and moonlight makes the pitch 

One slope of silver. A delicious spot ! 

And lovers wander here in summer hours, 

To gaze upon the scene, and, in the soft 

And glowing day-dreams given by Hope and Love, 

Muse on the things that meet their mingled sight. 

In the swift plunging stream the youth beholds 

The course of man, — his energy of will, 

His rush of action, turbulence of soul ; 

While sees the maiden in the pool below 

The life of woman, — -gentle, sweet, and bright. 

Receiving to her bosom reckless man. 

Yet glassing in her crystal purity 

The stars and sunshine of the heaven above her. 
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Along the solemn Nile, 

In many a garden-isle. 
Peopling the palms that pillared shores o'erhung, 

First Sculpture rudely wrought 

To shape blind struggling Thought; — 
There couched the Sphynx, the morn-waked Memnon 
sung. 

Athena's purple skies 

Then bade the god arise 
In mighty majesty, and glorious grace ; 

On every templed hill, 

By every song-bright rill. 
The breathing marble found all-conquering place. 

In cloistered fanes, alone, 

Grand anthems fixed in stone. 
The god then fashions his embodied prayers; 

And at their sacred feet. 

Hearts in devotion meet. 
And all the darkened earth the influence shares. 
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high and holy art! 

Thou liftest every heart ! 
Up to the heavens thou wingest every thought ! 

From thy white purity 

All forms of evil flee ; 
Beauty most hallowed of thy power is wrought. 

The human flower, too frail 

To dare life's blighting gale, 
Blossoms forever at thy shaping will; 

And age thy magic knows ; 

The grave's dark gates may close, 
But the prized features greet Affection still. 

Genius, whose mortal frame 

Decay's stern mandates claim. 
Lives in the god immortal as the earth; 

And Goodness, high, serene, 

Ascending from our scene, 
Leaves his grand look to cheer up struggling worth. 

And Fancy's dreams of light. 

Caught, fashioned into sight. 
Speak in their thrilling silence, mocking Time. 

The Gladiator dies ! 

Apollo's arrow flies ! 
The Python wakens agonies sublime! 

In our own leafy land. 

The bright god's plastic hand 
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Hath wrought his magic-snow to shapes divine. 
See, leaping to the light, 
" Good Morning " meets our sight ! 

Could innocent gladness know a lovelier shrine ? 

And mark the maiden, sad. 

Where beat her bosom glad ! 
Her childish hopes with her missed birds are flown ; 

She feels her first life-chill. 

Flowers dead at spring-tide's rill : 
Ah, vanished birds to every heart are known ! 

And he, the mighty one, 

Whose soul soared toward the sun, — ^ 
Whose lofty thoughts like mountain-tops up-towered; 

Survey his features proud, 

So silent, yet so loud ! 
Again he lights the land his genius dowered. 

And oh, memento deep. 

Of all the woes that steep 
Our hapless realm, there " Peace in Bondage " droops ! 

Behold her mournful brow ! 

What charm can comfort now ! 
Crushed in her grief, her burdened spirit stoops. 

thou, whose starry brain. 
As from some weird domain, 

1 Hamilton. 
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Bids these white shapes of grace and grandeur rise, 

Before thy power we bend ! 

We see thy fame ascend, 
And take its station in immortal skies ! 
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Spring-tide has come, and sheds around 
The fragrance of its tender bloom. 
And in the forest's thickening gloom 

Its leaves and flowers are found. 

And blent with voice of wind and rill, 
And answering song of bee and bird. 
Thy soft and liquid strain is heard, 

In deep, delicious thrill. 

The youthful bowers are spreading slow, 
To fling upon the velvet glade 
The flickering masses of their shade 

Within the sunlight's glow. 

And bursting through the dead piled leaves 
The violet springs — the daisy gems 
The grass with silver diadems — 

Its arms the gold-thread weaves. 

Rich cowslip-tufts the streamlets spangle. 
The arum shows its plumes of white, 
And to each wind that trembles light 

The aspen leaflets dangle. 
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I hail thee now, sweet bird, as clear 

Sounds through the woods thy warbling swell 
From the thick solitary dell, 

To charm my listening ear. 

Oft have I heard thy song, when bright 
The west its visioned world displayed, 
And magic gleams of light and shade 

Passed deepening into night ; 

On some lone lake, with forests round 
Sweeping the margin rich and dark. 
As the low breeze urged on my bark 

And woke the wave to sound ; 

And when sprang morning's rainbow hues, 
While other birds as yet were mute. 
Then too hath thrilled thy echoing flute; 

Brown brother of the dews! 

And now I hear thee with the joy. 

The fresh delight of other hours, 

When earth was one bright scene of flowers, 
And I a thoughtless boy. 

How strange that one soft simple strain 
Should bid the spectral past arise. 
And with its sun and smiling skies 

Spread round its charm again. 
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Yet thus it is ; and sweet and wild 
As on the air thy song is cast, 
I live but in this happy past, 

A happy, happy child. 




ON MRS. FANNY KEMBLE BUTLER 
READING "THE TEMPEST." 



Hushed, as if Prospero had waved his wand, 
Quick grew the humming concourse when awoke 
Her glorious voice its magic: now it spoke 

Delicious flute-like tones ; a trumpet grand 

Now pealed it, shaking with its deep command 

Our bending, vassal hearts. The tame room fled, 
And the weird isle of music brightened there; 
Miranda turned to rosy glow the air ; 

Caliban, hoarse with curses, made it dread. 

When Murder muttered low, our veins were chilled; 

But when Love warbled, on her breath we thrilled, 
Like stricken harp-strings: thus by Genius taught, 
She shed her splendor o'er even Shakspeare's thought, 

And made the common earth with scenes of faery 
fraught. 
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White arms are wreathing! 

Eyes, how they shine ! 
Love-vows are breathing! 

Hearts, how they twine ! 
Moonlight is beaming, 

All speak of bliss I 
All fancy's dreaming 

Equals not this ! 

Close on this breast, love, 

Close, love, incline ! 
Arm never prest, love. 

Fonder than mine ! 
Blossoms of June, love. 

Woo the wind's kiss ! 
Life's brightest boon, love, 

Equals not this! 
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Grand Spirit, mailed in truth, 

With ever-living youth 
Kindling its mighty breast ! no barriers long withstand ! 

Its banner may be rent, 

Its sword bear many a dent. 
The fold the firmer waves, and keener smites the brand. 

Its home is not of earth; — 

Glad angels hailed its birth. 
It dwells in lowliest hearts ; it shuns strife's crimson ways ; 

Yet in green dells of peace 

Its melodies oft will cease 
And, towering grand in wrath, it seeks the battle's blaze. 

Woe then to frowning Wrong! 

His ramparts may be strong! 
But woe, deep lasting woe! Right's red-speared 
lightnings flash ! 

Its shining step is pressed 

Where glares the Dragon's crest, 
And down, the cowering fiend, its terrible thunders dash. 
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Whenever Fancy wakes her fairy scene 
Of dreamy colors touched with tender light, 
One beaming form comes gliding on my sight, — 

One with a presence stately as a queen, 

Yet sweet in smiling beauty; with the sheen 
Of hair like gold that glitters on a brow 
White as the blossom of the almond-bough. 

Her graceful footstep greener makes the green; 
Her soft eye kindles to a tenderer beam 

The light; and, everywhere the glimmering hues 
Burn to bewitching rose ; her bird-like voice 

Melts on my heart; delicious joys infuse 
My inmost being; deeply I rejoice 

In her, my flower, my star, sweet angel of my dream ! 
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Red of the West, tinging river and tree ! 

Torchlight to kindle the death of the day ! 
Lustrous, yet full of deep sadness to me, — 

Sadness for one early summoned away. 
Oft did we roam in its beautiful light, 

Watching the landscape soft sinking in gloom, 
Love twining garlands in Hope's sunny sight, — 

Garlands that, withered, now droop on her torn. 

Silver of Night, streaming rich on the view. 

Pure as if cast from white pinions above ! 
Yet, as it smiles, how unhappy its hue ! 

Telling of one whom I sorrowed to love. 
Soft on her death, did it open its glow ! 

Soft on her dust did its brilliancy play! 
Red of the West, sink in darkness below ! 

Silver of Night, fold thy beauty away! 




MAEAH. 



On, on they trod. The boundless sparkling sand 

Eeturned in tenfold fierceness to the brow 

The blazing radiance of the furnace-sun. 

No breeze blew cool and fresh. No kindly cloud 

Spread its dark shadow over the scorching waste. 

Still on they trod, — the tribes of Israel, 

To find the Eden of the promised gift. 

By day the cloud had guided them; by night 

The fiery pillar blazed. The waves had stood 

Walled on each side to let them pass, then rushed 

In dashing fury on proud Pharaoh's host. 

Whelming the horse and rider in the sea. 

But now God seemed to have forsaken them. 

Manhood, with all its pride and courage, shook 

As the sear leaf in autumn. Lovely brows 

That once looked trusting love and happiness. 

Hung pale and withered. Like consuming fire 

Eaged the strong thirst within them. From the crowd 

Which marched in broken ranks and mingling groups, 

Now a shrill shriek would tell that Death had struck 

Some prostrate wretch, who long had struggled on 

In famishing want; and now a feeble groan 

Betray the spot where even the camel stretched 
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His quivering limbs to die. The slim, light steed, 

Whose limbs seemed made of steel, and hoofe of springs, 

Staggered and neighed in his delirious pain, 

In search of the cool wave ; but still the wide 

And trackless desert stretched away — away — 

Bounded by naught but naked dazzling sky 

That sparkled in the heat. The Israelite, 

As shrank his foot up from the scorching sand, 

And his dry tongue seemed shrivelling to its roots, 

Thought of the silvery streams and shaded groves 

Of Egypt, where the winds were fragrant balm, 

And where the purple grape allayed the thirst 

With its rich generous juice ; and as he thought. 

In tenfold terror stretched the scene around. 

He saw his meek young wife, with fainting step, 

Slow tottering at his side. Like spectres near, 

Crowded his pale gaunt children, and his heart 

Murmured, in its despair, against the Lord. 

As the mirage then glittered from afar, 

On would he bound with a fierce shout of joy 

But as the dark trees melted, and the wave 

Quick vanished from the sand, like breath from glass, 

With one wild howl of agony his form 

Would droop and sink all helpless on the waste. 

Thus on they passed, and still relief came not. 

But yet, even yet, a few with tireless trust. 

Looked on the leader of the suffering host. 

And caught new courage from his dauntless eye. 

He, chosen of God, His well-beloved, was there. 

Majesty breathed from his unruffled front, 
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As if the uplifted soul, when it, in awe 

Solemn and breathless, felt that awful voice 

Deep thrilling its hushed chambers on the Mount, 

The Mount of God, had caught some glimmering trace, 

Of the I Am, Jehovah ! and the eyes 

That, dazzled, sank before the burning bush. 

Which was the merest sparkle of His Brow, 

Were glowing with the weird, wild glory born 

Of that fierce splendor. Strong in faith and hope, 

Moses still towered erect; in accents mild 

Reproving those that murmured; lifting up 

Those that had fallen to die; and with his look 

Checking the shriek of maddened blasphemy ; 

Reminding all of those great mercies showered 

Upon them by their God, and that to prayer 

Never His ear was wanting. But his words 

Unheeded fell, as round the sufferers looked. 

And saw the gleaming desert, and above 

A sky that seemed to swim in hazy heat. 

Mght closed around, but with no breeze — no dew. 

It seemed as though the air had but turned black 

To hide their sufferings from each other's eyes. 

While with more stifling pressure on the breast 

It lay, compressing every nostril close, 

And burning down the throat, as wide the lips 

Gasped in their hot, red thirst. Among the groups, 

Frequent were heard the angry snarl and crunch 

Of teeth, as fiercely the hyena sprang 

Upon his prostrate prey, and rent his limbs. 

While, as recoiled those nearest to the scene, 
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They saw the darkness spotted with the eyes 
Of the whole hovering pack. 



The morning dawns. 



As the broad scorching bonfire of the sun 

Fierce fires the East, and the gray desert glows 

With its long level light, a shifting gleam 

Cuts on the staring eyes of those who looked 

In mute despair upon their forward way. 

Ha ! is it water ? Quick and wild, a hope 

Springs in their sickened hearts. Bright visions glance 

Across their minds, — visions of crystal lymph 

Up-bubbling from the sands, and sparkling through 

The emerald verdure, pure and cool and sweet. 

All bounded toward it. Nearer as they came 

The gleam enlarged, until a fountain flashed 

Before them in the sun. Down, down they stooped, 

To quaflT the liquid silver ; but alas ! 

How bitter, bitter, bitter ! every throat 

Though throbbing, burning in its raging thirst. 

Refused the gift; their hearts, though half consumed, 

Fainted at every effort, till the mouth, 

Opened in straining pain, its portals closed 

Firm to the still-sought draught. Then rose the cry 

Of last despair. But now the chosen One 

Eears his high brow to heaven; his trembling lips 

Seem thrilling with his prayer, while o'er his form 

A holy deep solemnity is breathed. 

Firm in his stately grasp he holds a tree, — 

A simple tree ! The breathless multitude 




192 



MARAH, 



Look in their wild suspense ! Why, why this tree 

Clutched in his hold ! it surely hath no power 

To call the cooling silver from the sand ! 

It is but mockery ! Still the leader towers 

High in their midst, and still he cries to God ! 

But see ! he moves ! he hurls the mocking tree 

Full in the bitter depths that steep its shape 

And seem to whiten, brighten ; how the depths 

Gleam, dance as if to call the multitude 

To taste ! and Moses bids them. Wild they bound 

To the loathed waters. Halleluiah ! shout, 

Shout to the Lord grand praises ! peal aloud 

Again, again the anthem ! Lo the depths, 

The bitter depths, the loathed, loathed bitter depths, 

The depths of death, are manna to the taste ! 

The desert rings ! All feel the pure, sweet streams 

Melting deliciously upon their tongues. 

Freshening their inmost being. Deep they thrust 

Their lips within the balm, and laved their brows. 

And laughed in their, wild happiness. Gray hairs 

Floated upon the ripples. Manhood's brow 

Was pictured on them. Woman's sweeping locks 

Glistened like gold within them. Childhood's eyes 

Up-glittered from them, as all drank deep draughts, 

Crouching along the border. Grateful smiles 

Ran brightening o'er the faces of the crowds, 

Like sunshine o'er a landscape robed in gloom. 

And he, the favorite servant of his God, 

The instrument of that Almighty Arm, 

He stood and blessed his Master deep in prayer, 
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Pouring his heart in praise, while once again, 
Stirring the air, as with a mighty wind. 
And sounding o'er the sands, the anthem rose 
From myriad lips to Him, the King of kings, 
Who can destroy, and who alone can save. 

VOL. II. 13 
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THE TEACHER'S LIFE. 



The Teacher's life ! most pure and high ! 

The opening miiid with gems to store, 
To upward point the wandering eye 

When Youth's frail bark forsakes the shore. 
The World its hollow plaudits bears 

To glory won amidst its strife; 
But deeper, loftier praise is theirs, 

Who, honored, lead the Teacher's life. 

The Teacher's life ! the truest fame ! 

Not it alone the mind to fill ; 
The heart, God's grandest w^ork, hath claim 

Upon its wisest, loftiest skill. 
To guide its erring feelings right, 

Destroy the weeds that spring so rife, 
While opening to the mental sight 

New realms — this, this the Teacher's life. 

The Teacher's life ! not only know 
Cities the blessings by it showered, 

But where the fresh, pure breezes blow 
O'er peaceful fields, and ways embowered. 
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How oft the modest school-house there 
Is seen, far, far from busy strife, 

In God's own blessed sun and air, 
The temple of the Teacher's life. 
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O'er life's fresh spring-tide, when the blithesome hours 
Dance to glad music through perennial flowers ; 
O'er bounding youth, when hope points ever on, 
No blossom scentless, and no color wan ; 
O'er stately manhood, when the mounting tread 
Seeks the far prize that stars the crag o'erhead; 
O'er trembling age, when, worn with toil and woe, 
It turns from light above to gloom below; 
Darkens a shade, mysterious, cold, and black, 
Mantling the flowery as the flowerless track; 
Brooding where Joy its diamond goblet quaffs ; 
Where Daring, loud at every danger laughs ; 
Where Strength undoubting rests on future years ; 
Where Fame, Wealth, Pleasure, each its votary cheers ; 
Death is that shade, inexorable Death, 
With ever-lifted dart at all of mortal breath. 

But though the soul that lights the frame depart, 
The darkened dust is sacred to the heart. 
Around the spot that wraps the dead from sight, 
Lingers Thought's tenderest. Love's divinest light; 
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Hallowed by suffering, it remains a shrine 

Where oft sad Memory wends, her fairest flowers to 



The land that trod through Deluge-mire its way, 

Gave to the pyramid its mummied clay ; 

The purple skies of Art and Song inurned 

The sacred ashes sacred fires had burned; 

The Parsee offered to his god, the sun. 

On the grand crag the heart whose course was run ; 

And the red roamer of the prairie sea 

Yields to the air his wrecked mortality: 

But not to pyramid, though mocking Time, 

The urn funereal, nor the sun sublime. 

Nor boundless air, nor yet the waste of waves, — 

That stateliest, mightiest, most august of graves, 

But yet in such drear weltering vastness spread, — 

Should Christian hands consign the Christian dead. 

But to the earth, the warm, the steadfast earth, 

That, touched by God's own finger, gave us birth; 

Where the seed perishes to rise again. 

In resurrection of the sun and rain ; 

Where Nature hides her life in Winter's gloom. 

For warbling Spring to sing it into bloom ; 

Home of the tree that sheds its leafy showers 

For the new garland wreathed by vernal hours ! 

Home of the priceless fount ! the peerless gem ! 

The precious gold ! more precious grainy stem ! 

Yea, as we woke to life upon her breast. 

Her loving arms should wrap our last and longest rest. 
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And thus, lovely Oakwood, shalt thou spread 
Thy sylvan chambers for the slumbering dead. 
Through thy green landscapes shall Affection stray, 
Weep the wild tear, with softened sadness pray. 
Within the glen, as murmurings fill the tree, 
A voice shall seem to whisper, " Come with me ! " 
And the green hill-top — whence the sight is fraught 
With the rich painting Nature's hand hath wrought ; 
Woodland and slope, mount, meadow, and ravine, 
The city's white, the water's purple sheen, 
And the dim mountain-tops, until the gaze 
Pierces where distance hangs its tender haze — 
Tell that the soul, with onward pointed eye. 
Finds its far limit only in the sky. 
The grassy dingle and the leafy dell 
Shall tremble sadly to the tolling bell ; 
Where now wide solitude wraps slope and glade. 
For winds to pipe to dancing sun and shade. 
Shall carved memorials of the dead be found. 
Breathing their solemn eloquence around. 
Here shall the son in some prone trunk descry 
The sire he saw in life's completeness die ; 
Here shall the sire in some green pine survey 
The stately son, ere death had claimed its prey; 
Here in the flower the mother again shall see 
The laughing child that perished at her knee ; 
Here the weird wind shall, with long, melting moan, 
JVlingle its sadness with the mourner's own. 
And the drear cloud, low brooding, seem a part 
Of the dark sorrow hanging on his heart; 
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Here, too, the joyful splendor of the sun 

Shall tell the life the loved and lost hath won, 

And warblings sweet, the landscape's ear that fill 

Of those glad strains the sounding heavens that thrill. 

Summer shall here hold green and leafy time, 

Emblem of those that perished in their prime ; 

Autumn shall shower its wreaths upon the air. 

Sign to the living likewise to prepare ; 

Winter shall spread in fierce and frowning might, 

Symbol of death, its chilling robes of white ; 

But oh, glad thought! in Spring's triumphant reign 

Nature shall bound in radiant joy again, 

Bid with her rapturous life Death's horrors flee, 

Type of that glorious truth, — Man's Immortality. 
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SUGGESTED BY CROPSEY'S " RIVER OF LIFE," IN THE BUNYAN 



Genius hath kindled with its magic splendor, 

River of Life ! thy pictured form to sight ; 
Thy winding wave, so lucent and so tender ; 

Thy flowers so lovely in their glittering white; 
Thy stately palms, their changeless foliage gleaming 

Under a sky so radiant and so bland. 
Thy purple hill-tops, surging far, and seeming 

A stairway leading to some distant land. 

Types are they all ! the water in its brightness. 

Of those pure depths that cleanse from every stain ; 
The glittering flowers, of souls whose stainless whiteness 

Is won by laving in that lucent plain ; 
The palms, of those green branches waving ever 

In the glad hands of the redeemed on high ; 
And the blue hills, of every pure endeavor, 

Leading the spirit nearer to the sky. 

Streams of the earth ! how different and how bitter ! 

So bright at first, so cold and dark at last ! 
Ah, how the heart is dazzled by your glitter. 

While on your treacherous depths its hopes are cast ! 



TABLEAUX. 




RIVER OF LIFE, 



201 



Smoothly ye glide, with music in your flowing ! 

The sun how golden, and the heavens how blue ! 
But soon the rocks their shattering points are showing, 

And the fierce cataract flashes on the view. 

Away, ye waters of the World ! ye Marahs ! 

Yours are no lasting flowers, no living green ! 
Your sunny sparklings lead but to Zaharas, 

Or where the tempest wakes some billowy scene. 
Hail, ye pure waters ! fountains fresh from Eden ! 

Here may the sinful bathe and be forgiven; 
Here may the " weary and the heavy laden " 

Feel their freed hearts more strongly braced for 
heaven. 
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When fresh blows the blast o'er the breast of the 
ocean, 

And freely the canvas is spread to its might, 
And on speeds the bark in its fetterless motion. 

An eagle that darts through the clouds in his flight, — 

Oh ! long doth the mariner linger in sorrow 
To see the last mountain-tops vanishing dim, 

And bitterly sighs as he thinks that the morrow 
But widens the distance between them and him. 

Thus youth, when the ocean of manhood before him 
Is spreading, and time bears him rapidly on, 

Views visions, that late glowed in loveliness o'er him, 
Melt off, and the wide waste around him alone. 

Flown hopes, that like rainbows around him were beam- 
ing,— 

Flown joys, that like spring-birds sang sweetly their 
call, — 

When the banner of life, bathed in sunshine, was 
streaming, 

And the soul, a full fountain, shed light over all. 
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This world, oh, this cold mocking world, how it shatters 
The future's soft pictures, so brilliant and sweet, 

And the garlands of pleasure how quickly it scatters 
The blossoms to perish, like weeds at our feet. 

How soon at its upas-like touch are they blighted, — 
The bloom and the green of the short summer day ; 

While Fancy, bright Fancy, flies swift and benighted. 
Flies swift with her wild harp in sadness away. 

But in the Past's twilight Remembrance will linger, 
The glow of the west when the sunbeam has set, 

And the rock of the heart, at the touch of her finger. 
Will burst, and old feelings will flow from it yet. 

The sky may be frowning, but sunlight will glitter; 

The Winter be gloomy, but Spring brings the wreath ; 
The cup of existence may sometimes be bitter. 

But joy with its pearl will lie frequent beneath. 

Then on through the world ! let us ride o'er the billow, 
And when come the chill clouds of sorrow and care, 

To the stress of the storm lightly leaneth the willow ; 
W"e will yield to the blast, but oh, not in despair. 

Let us on, but not weakly, in gloom and in sadness ! 

And Hope from our wild tossing ark will depart, 
And bring from the Future, on white wings of glad- 
ness, 

Some green olive-leaf to give joy to our heart. 
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The night is the darkest when day is just waking, 
The tempest the fiercest when nearest its close, 

And the spirit that deems it in anguish is breaking, 
Finds sweet precious balm calming all to repose. 
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SYMPATHY OF NATURE. 



Nature, in outward seeming, takes the hue 
Of our chance mood; if heart be sad her looks 
Are full of grief; if glad, her winds and brooks 
Are full of merriment. But piercing through 
To deeper truths, her sadness whispers, " Peace ! 

Peace to the mourner ! day succeeds to night. 
Sunshine to cloud ! " Her brightest mirth says, " Cease 
Thy thoughtless rapture ! Flowers must suffer blight, 
Change is my law of order ! " Then a voice 
Swells from her deep and solemn heart, " Rejoice 
With purer joy, ye mirthful, and be glad 
With a sustaining, steadfast faith, ye sad ! 
In this swift changeful life, whate'er befall, — 
Blest truth, — a loving God is Guardian over all ! " 
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SET TO MUSIC. 



Dear Scotia ! though far from thy heath-covered hills, 

Thy glens wildly winding, thy musical rills, 

Thy highlands where grandeur builds skyward its throne, 

Thy lowlands that beauty has claimed for its own, 

We see thee again — every feature returns 

As we sing the sweet songs of our own Robbie Burns. 

We tread with affection fair Liberty's earth. 
But deeply we love thee, thou land of our birth ! 
Dear land of our birth ! shall we cease to retain 
Our fondness ? no, never, while life shall remain ! 
And warmer each bosom with tenderness yearns, 
As we sing the sweet songs of our own Robbie Burns. 

Burns, Robbie Burns ! haughty man on thee frowned. 
But thy brow by man's Maker sublimely was crowned ; 
Though rank gave no gauds, and keen poverty stung, 
How lofty the strains from thy song-kindled tongue ! 
Enraptured, each bosom false dignity spurns. 
As we sing the sweet songs of our own Robbie Burns. 
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Purple old Scotia's braes, and green 

Her glens of birk and rowan ; 
Her wimpling burns run bonnilie, 

White glint her leas with gowan ; 
And towering rise her cloudy heights 

Where sends the erne his skirling, 
Home of the blue and breezy loch, 

And snowdrifts madly swirling ! 

Holy her moors with Faith that cowered 

In heath and hazel cover, 
And only dared to croon its strains 

Where wailed the lonely plover ; 
And ever where her claymore blazed 

There battle's din rang loudest; 
And in the war-cries thundering round 

Her slogan pealed the proudest. 

But bonnie though her burns, and bold 
Her steeps where tempests rattle ; 

Holy her moors with martyred Faith, 
And red her brand in battle, 
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Not these alone keep Scotia's fame 

Alive in heart and story: 
It is the light that lights them all, 

It is her minstrel glory. 

That glory gilds her towering heights, 

That paints her lochs of beauty, 
Kindles her glorious battle-fields, 

And deaths to righteous duty. 
And not a bonnie bluebell o'er 

Her scented hills is blowing, 
No linn runs binnerin out and in. 

But in that light is glowing. 

Oh, winsome are those minstrel songs 

That echo down the ages! 
They thrill the callan and the carle, 

The lovers, and the sages. 
Sweet winsome songs ! but of them all 

That thou, old Time, repeatest 
Loving to every following race. 

Our Robbie's are the sweetest. 

They glow in every sonsie lass. 
And every strapping laddie ; 

They cantier make the ingle-nook 
To every girning daddie ; 

They mingle in the birken-shaw ; 
They murmur in the burnie; 
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They lighter, brighter lift the heart 
In all life's checkered journey. 

They cheer the darkened day when, dour, 

The air with snow is whitened; 
And when beneath the harvest-moon 

The barley-rigs are brightened ; 
They mingle in the milking-time 

With hawkie's homeward tinkling, 
And when warm stars their tender light 

On lovers' trysts are sprinkling. 

They mingle in the morning gold. 

And in the silver gloaming ; 
In the blithe laverock's flight aboon, 

And in the bum-clock's roaming. 
And ranting blellums roar them too. 

Amid their lum-lowe whitters, 
Till through the winnock. of the howif 

The clambering daylight glitters. 

Within them drones the bumbling bee, 

Where heather-bells are swinging; 
The cushat coos her mellow moan 

Where holms their shades are flinging; 
The lint-flower blinks with azure glance 

Where meadow-mists are swimming; 
And billowy bends the ripening rye, 

With swallows o'er it skimming. 
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Long as the matron clasps her babe, 

The eye of maiden glances ; 
Long as the restless human heart 

From youth to age advances ; 
Long as the man 's the guinea's gold, 

The guinea's stamp the noble; 
Long as along the heaving haaf 

Searches the wintling coble ; 

Long as the bluebell scents the breeze, 

Li purple blooms the heather; 
Long as along the grassy glen 

The blackbirds sing together ; 
Long as the soul shall melt with love 

And leap with battle's rapture; 
Long as fair Fancy's glittering dreams 

The dazzled heart shall capture; 

Long as the speckled partridge birrs. 

The snow-spate downward crashes. 
The lintwhite lilts along the lea, 

The crag's white tempest dashes ; 
Long as burns Winter's chimla-lug, 

And Summer-daisies blossom, 
The songs of Eobbie, deep and sweet. 

Will charm the human bosom. 




OLD SCOTIA'S LYRE. 

Old Scotia's lyre is loved of Time ; 
Its echoes leap from clime to clime. 

Its frame is moulded of the brae, 
The purple moor, the mountain gray, 

The highland glen, the lowland dell, 
The golden broom, the heather-bell. 

Its music is the lintie's song, 
The burnie as it trips along. 

The swirling blast, the ticking sleet, 
The meadow-low, the mountain-bleat. 

The lover's vow, the claymore's clank, 
The children playing on the bank, 

And legends by the fireside told 
Of border raid and rocky hold. 

Ramsay has tuned with simple skill 
That lyre to lays of field and rill ; 
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The Ettrick Shepherd swept the string 
With untaught Fancy's fairy wing; 

Sweet Tannahill has moaned his strain, 
With Motherwell's deep tones of pain; 

And Scott has swung his roundelay 
Of castle, knight, and battle fray; 

But best and brightest he, than all. 
Who, from the old clay biggin's wall, 

The son of poverty and toil. 

Born but to breast life's wild turmoil, 

Struck the proud lyre with native art. 
And thrilled his way from heart to heart, 

In song so sweet, so bold and clear, 
The world at last leaned low to hear. 

What varied, lofty strains he woke ! 
The god in all the music spoke. 

Wit aimed his dart. Love twined her wreath. 
War flashed his lightning from its sheath; 

Eight poured its wrath on cowering Wrong, 
In the full splendor of his song. 
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Praise to his name ! youth, reverentj learns 
Life's lessons in the lays of Burns. 

Praise to his name ! he swept his way 
From lowliest lot to loftiest sway. 

An eagle of the human race, 

The sky was his grand dwelling-place 1 

Men saw him in his humble guise, 
And glanced down scorn with lofty eyes ; 

Men now look up and see his name 
Carved on the heavenmost cliffs of Fame. 




THE LAYS OF OLD SCOTIA. 

The lays of Old Scotia ! how grandly they ring 
From the harp of the heather's bright, time-honored 
string ! 

That harp which has borne down the vista of Time 
The glories that beam on the brow of its clime. 

No burnie but glows with a flash of the lyre, 
While adding a sparkle in turn to its fire ; 
No mountain-top lifting its crest to the cloud, 
l^ut soars to the harp-string in majesty proud. 

The glen, where the birken shaw gleams to the moon, 
The cornrig that shines to the splendor of noon, 
Tlie bank, where the gowan is sparkling with dew. 
When touched by that harp bloom in beauty anew. 

The rough mountain shealing half hid from the sight, 
111 wreaths of the vapor that mantles the height, 
How oft has it reeled to the rude native art 
Of the loud lilting chorus that sprang from the heart. 

The lonely low biggin, that stands by the burn 
Where crags of the highlands frown darkly and stem, 
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The echo how oft has it charmed from above, 
As golden-haired lassies sang sweetly of love. 

Oh, the lays of Old Scotia will ne'er be forgot ! 
Wherever they warble they hallow the spot! 
As long as Fame peals her proud paeans, their somid 
Will swell and will vibrate the wide world around. 

The Highlander's claymore has gleamed in his hand. 
His slogan has thundered its battle command. 
And his tread to the foe has been scornful of fear, 
When the lays of Old Scotia have swelled in his ear. 

Where, where is the bosom that turned from the fray 
When the pibroch swelled keen — " To the onset 
away ! " — 

Through slaughter and flame still that bosom would 



When the lays of Old Scotia rang loud through the air. 

View the fields of proud Britain ! where battle has 
swept, 

And the Red Lion Banner its station hath kept 
Unswerving, still streaming, and there, see the might 
The lays of Old Scotia have nerved for the fight. 

Oh ! where waved the tartan that lingered behind 
When shouts of Ma«gregor rolled deep on the wind ! 
Shone claymore that feared from its scabbard to dash 
When the war song of Campbell commanded its flash ! 
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By the fathers that bent from the mist of the hill,. 
By the mothers that glanced in the spray of the rill, 
By the maidens that glowed in the heather-bell's pride, 
They rushed to the conflict, they conquered or died. 

Oh, the lays of Old Scotia ! Macdonald is there ; 
Argyle in their music claims proudly his share ; 
And the clans of Montrose and of Scott shake the sky. 
When the lays lift the names of their chieftains on high. 

Oh, the lays of Old Scotia, how sweetly they ring ! 
They gladden the gray hair and life in its spring. 
Stern virtues are wakened, soft feelings unbound, — 
Wit, mirth, sorrow, courage, and love by their sound. 

They brighten the eye of the exile anew; 

The land shines before him, each feature in view; 

Again rise the Grampians, height over height. 

And the blue of Loch Katrine spreads wide to the 



On the brow of Ben Lomond whirl clouds as in fray, 

Glencoe's savage crags lanch the eagle away. 

The Teviot winds in its silver across. 

And Melrose, by the Tweed, melts in mantle of moss. 

The stem Tower of EUerslie rises again, 
Whence Wallace sprang forth to rend Tyranny's chain ; 
Again does famed Baimockburn dash out its brand, 
Where Bruce levelled spear for his throne and his 



sight. 



land. 
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And the bards who have sung these sweet heart-thrill- 
ing lays ! 

Forever will glory chant fondly their praise ! 

They shine as grand planets to all eyes displayed, — 

Grand planets that never, no, never shall fade. 

Macniel with his "Wee Thing," and "Tammy," how 
sweet ! 

And Cunningham's tones that Fame's echoes repeat; 
And Pringle, whose lines are strung jewels that gleam 
In Fancy's most delicate opal-like beam. 

And Leyden, whose verse glows with Castaly's dews, 
What heart to its music warm meed can refuse ? 
And Campbell, slow weaving song's garlands of flowers, 
To twine, fresh and bright, Immortality's bowers. 

And Scott, noble Scott ! can we ever forget 
How deeply the world to his Muse is in debt? 
While broad blooms the heather, the burn wimples pure, 
Will the Lake's lovely Lady and Minstrel endure. 

But the king, the grand king of them all, — Robbie 
Burns, — 

To him every heart in wild ecstasy turns ; 

In its ecstasy turns ; lowly kneels at his shrine, 

To yield the fit tribute to genius divine. 

The king, the great king, the grand monarch of song ! 
To brow of the minstrel what honors belong ! 
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From earth up he mounted, and sung, till the sky 
Rang, thrilled with a music that never can die. 

Can sweet ^'Auld Acquaintance" be ever forgot? 
" Scots, wha ha ! " how the veins riot, raging and 
hot! 

How we melt — how our hearts in deep sorrow are 
riven, 

In hearkening his moan to his "Mary in Heaven." 

Then a health to the king ! let the goblet be drained ! 
A monarch more grand on the earth never reigned ! 
He reigns o'er the heart, the world's heart, as it turns 
To his name ; — then a health to our king, Eobbie 
Burns ! 




THE ALBANY CATHEDRAL. 



ON ITS BUILDING. 



Bend the broad arch in holy praise ! 

Plant the wreathed sculptured pillar high I 
And let the spire its finger raise 

In love and warning to the sky. 

On with the work ! let liberal hands 

Cause it to rise, until the fane 
In dark and mighty grandeur stands, 

Proclaiming God's eternal reign. 

Under the roof, soon stretching o'er, 
The organ and the mingling choir 

Shall bid the bending knee adore, 

And wake the heart with heavenly fire. 

Within the aisles, soon broadly spread, 
Between the columns, row on row, 

Crowds of rapt worshippers shall tread, 
Their homage to their King to show. 

And by the altar, richly reared, 

The chant shall sound, the censer swing, 

To Him who our poor race hath cheered 
With hopes that point a heavenward wing. 




DUTY. 



In changeless green, and grasping firm the lock, 
Up soars the mountain-pine. The Winter blast 
May, like a billow on its breast be cast; 
Strong doth it stand, and stern defy the shock, 
Unrent in verdure and unbowed in crest, 
Although wild throes may heave its mighty breast; 
Clinging the closer when the storm is flown. 
Tried, but unbent upon its towering throne. 
Not always doth it wrestle with the storm ! 

Skies smile, the moss makes soft its iron roots, 
Its sturdy boughs are kissed by breezes warm. 

And birds gleam in and out with joyous flutes. 
So man erect, breasts fortune's stormiest blast. 
While joys, to cheer his lot, smile bright when storms 
are past. 




RELIGION IN SOREOW. 



I SAW at sunrise, in the east, a cloud; 

A frown upon the sky at first it seemed, 

Lurid and threatening; but at length it beamed 
Into a glow of tender tints, endowed 
By the rich rising light. How mild and sweet 
It shone ! how full of heavenly tenderness ! 
How like some hovering angel did it greet 

My heart, until I almost kneeled to bless. 

It brightened, more and more, but less and less 
It melted, leading farther still my gaze 

Into the heavens ; with lovelier, lovelier rays 
It smiled, until it vanished in a blaze. 
Thus Sorrow kindled by Religion's light. 
Turns to a tender joy, and points to heaven our sight. 




FOEEVER THINE. 



FoKEVER thine, though now forever parted, 

Forever thine, with all mj depth of soul; 
Thine, though thy falsehood left me broken hearted, 

Thine, though deep grief shall o'er me ever roll. 
Thine, thine, forever thine ! in mingled gladness 

I breathe thy name amid my tender tears ; 
Ne'er to forget though life henceforth be sadness, 

Ne'er to forget through all my future years. 

Forever thine! ah, well do I remember 

When first thy beauty shone upon mine eye! 
Crowned were the fields witlj glories of September, 

The sky was gold, the breeze one balmy sigh. 
Thine, thine, forever thine, I fondly uttered ; 

Even as I spoke a shadow filled my heart; 
Changed too was Nature, coming thunder muttered, 

Frequent and fierce the lightning cast its dart. 

Forever thine ! words, oh, how vain, how mocking I 
Forever thine ! but thou, alas, not mine ! 
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Brief were the hours before Hope, wildly rocking, 
Fell in dire fragments from Love's broken shrine. 

Thine, thine, forever thine! ah, words of anguish! 
Another's brow is brightened by thy smile ! 

Day following day, in sorrowing gloom I languish. 
And while life lasts, this heart will mourn thy guile. 




THE INDIAN MOUND.^ 



A SOFT, September sky of burnished blue. 

The dainty dome bears not the faintest flake 

Of cloud : all Nature laughs in lustrous joy. 

A silver mist — the mantle that the moon 

Had left upon the grass and flowers, as wan 

She sought the purple of the western sky — 

Has melted from the landscape, and the light 

Basks fresh upon it. Pleasant now to leave 

The sights and sounds of Man for those of God. 

I trace a forest path ; upon the leaves 

Glow the first touches, few, yet beautiful. 

Of the rich painter. Autumn. The tall oak 

Is sprinlded with deep red; the lowlier beech 

Shows scattered golden hues ; around its stem 

Of dappled white the twining mercury flaunts 

In vivid crimson, while the sumac's blush 

Fires the dense undergrowth. All else is green. 

Yet paler than the Summer's emerald pomp. 

Along the grassy way displaying tracks 

Cut by the wood-cart, every downy breeze 

Wafts the w^ood's ripened fragrance. Long-stretched 
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Bulge from the soft black mould and faded leaves ; 
And moss lies thick upon the scattered rocks 
And prostrate trunks. I gain the open field. 
Blades of the sward, transparent from the frost, 
Shed- a faint tinge of yellow in the sun. 
A ceaseless glimmering near the ground betrays 
The gossamer. The glittering yellow-bird, 
Rising and sinking, seeks the slender seed 
Of the ripe thistle, lanching thus along 
The slender parachute, to the balloon 
Silvered in down that sails the crystal air ; 
And golden-rod and aster stain the scene 
With hues of sun and sky. 



Lazily fans itself with its broad leaves. 
As fans the butterfly. The pine scarce stirs; 
But the slight poplar shakes as though its leaves 
Were little wings, each striving to break loose 
And waver upon its way. 



Close to my step. The grouped sheep scamper wide, 
Turn their smooth, pointed faces, gaze and bleat, 
Then scamper as before. 



A hazed horizon of aerial tints. 

Melting the mountains to a tender dream. 

Tinging the nearer hills, and quivering round 

The neighboring roofs in hues that scarce are hues, 

But delicate shadows, fleeting breaths of hues, 

Semi-transparent veils of shimmering light, 

VOL. II. 15 



The sycamore 



The Mound now towers 



The crest I win. 
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At length the landscape straggles clearer out ; 
Mountains and woodlands outlined dim, with curves 
Of filmy hills and streaks of gauzy green. 
The lowering eye then lights upon the domes 
And steeples of the city ; then the broad 
Transparent river. Thence dark crossing lines 
Of fences, nestling homesteads, scattered trees, 
Red buckwheat stubbles, withered stacks of corn, 
And fading fields, come stretching to the Mound. 
I hear iEolian tones : the rapid bark. 
The mellowed low, the pleasant bleat, the hum 
Of toil, the shout, the whistle, and the song, 
Keen clink of scythe, and now and then the smite 
Of hoof upon the road, the whirr of wheels 
On the smooth track, and then the rumble brief 
Over the bridge. The heaped hay-wagon jerks 
Across the mounded field, its hillock brown 
Holding the harvesters, with pitchforks struck 
Within the odorous mass. White cattle gleam 
From apple-shades, the red kine mingling in 
So as scarce rounding forth. The unkempt colt 
Perks his observant ear, and glares as goes 
The tottering wagon with the welcome hay 
Through the barn's weedy lane. 



Catches my eye ; the narrow steamboat glides 
Along the mirrored river; to the shore 
Dances the swell. The tall and tapering sloop, 



To catch the air, moves past; then darts a skiff 
With glittering oars. 



A sketch of smoke 



Lazily next, with her great mainsail spread 
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While drinking in the s^cene, 



My mind goes back upon the tide of years, 
And lo, a vision ! On its upward path 
The Half-Moon glides. The crowded forests lean 
Their foliage in the waters, and expand 
One sea of leaves all round me. On the deck 
Stands the bold Hudson, gazing at the sights 
Opening successive, — point, and rock, and hill. 
Majestic mountain- top, and nestling vale. 
As the white sail glints sudden to the sun. 
Off swings the eagle from the neighboring pine ; 
And as the long boom brushes by the brink, 
The brown bear jolts away within the bush. 
The drinking deer winks from the sandy point, 
And breath-like from the ledge the panther melts. 
As up some reach the vessel moves, within 
The archway of a creek the bark canoe 
Darts arrow-like ; as turns the prow in-shore 
The Indian hunter with recoiling form. 
Stands grasping idly his forgotten bow ; 
And as the yacht around some headland breaks. 
Amid the rounded wigwams on the bank 
Leap startled movements of tumultuous life, 
Pointing with eager haste, and gazing wild. 
Still on the Half-Moon glides ; before her rise 
Swarms of quick water-fowl, and from her prow 
The sturgeon leaps, and falls with echoing splash. 
Between the frequent islets brimmed with leaves 
The sheldrake, in his green and silver, shoots, 
And antlers stem the gloss. But now the sun 
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Slants low, and by an island of the stream 

The anchor plunges, and the Half-Moon sits 

Still as a sleeping duck. I start, and wake. 

The busy river-scene again extends 

In the soft sundown glow. The grouping herds 

Through the sleek fields of golden velvet, graze 

Slow toward the farm-yard ; softened rural sounds — • 

The w^heezing bellow, the quick, peevish bleat, 

And the clear, jerking crow — fall on my ear; 

And, with quick footsteps through the amber scene. 

Past maple-nestling homesteads, where the steeds 

Unloosed are led to water; where the kine. 

Patient, awaits within the lane, the pail ; 

And where the mouse-like wren creeps in and out 

Its little cottage fastened to the tree. 

To give one chatter more; past laboring groups 

Loitering along with instruments of toil. 

Past farmers' wagons clattering toward their homes 

From city barterings, — contrast strong to when, 

A century since, one forest clothed the whole, 

One silent solitude, — the river's bank 

I reach, where, in the hush, the rowlock sounds 

Loud, and the tiller of the crawling sloop 

Creaks louder ; thence, swift wafted o'er the tide, 

I gain the peopled streets that hold my home; 

Dwelling upon the everlasting stream 

Of change and progress coursing through the world. 




MUSIO. 



Music, how strange her power ! her variant strains 
Thrill with their sovereign spell the subject heart! 

She kindles memory, brightens hope ; the pains. 
The joys of being at her bidding start. 

Now to her clarion-call the spirit leaps; 

Now to her brooding tender tones it weeps; 

Sweet Music ! She forms portion of that breath 
With which the worlds were born, on which they 
wheel ? — 

One of lost Eden's tones eluding death, 

To make once more Man, Eden's blisses feel ; 
Open his else unfathomed depths of soul, 
Wake the ideal to the clearer goal 
Of greatness, goodness, — linking thus the tie 
Between his lifted heart and native home, the sky. 




THE LATE CHIEF-JUSTICE SAVAGE. 



m MEMORY. 



Clustered with years, and starred with honors, went 

Our full-ripe friend ; the angel of the gloom 
Yet bright to him, on its stern summons sent, 

Wafted him gently to the welcome tomb. 
And yet w^e deeply mourn him. He was one 
That deemed all naught, if duty were not done. 
Duty his polestar ; by that light alone 
He trod his course; and lesser virtues shone 
Around him ; fireside blessings glad he hailed, 
And love of kin ; his friendship never failed, 
Though tempests howled ; his heart was broad and 



To all ; men looked upon his upright form 
As emblem of his life : that form was bent 
Never by years nor shame ; high up he sent 
His soul — high up above his kind ; yet meek. 

Yea, meek and humble as a child he felt ; 
When failed base wrong to flush his manly cheek ? 

And when failed woe his tender soul to melt? 
Quiet and silent, modest to a fault. 

Yet towered his heart, a hero's for the right ! 



warm 
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Where was the friend he would not fain exalt ? 

And where the foe to feel his vengeful might ? 
Oh, he was meek and humble ; constant peace 

Was his, and calm content; a softened sun 
Shone round; he willed contentions all to cease, 

And earth's wild tide a placid river run. 

Death wore no frown for him. " I wish to go ! " 

He said, nor knew he God's own courier then 
Was on his way. Not sudden fell the blow ! 

It seemed as if that courier veiled his ken. 
And shrinking came, — as if behind his back 
He placed his torch, so that his awful track 
Should not with instant and imperious flash 
Down to his doom the aged spirit dash. 
Oh, many lingering hours and days wore on. 
Ere that dark light upon his threshold shone. 
" I wish to go ! " ah me ! he did not know, 

Nor I, — it was God's voice within his heart 
Calling his servant! yet in gentlest flow 

Whispered the words ! they said, " Arise, depart ! " 
He rose, and he departed! home that day 
Held angels, and they came with Death ; their sway 
Brightened the couch with many a heavenly ray, — 
Brightened the couch where that meek Christian lay. 

And he was borne with honors to his grave 
Amid the pealing anthem, and with prayer ; 

And those that mourned had felt no wish to save 
Him whom they mourned so true from lying there. 
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For he was ripe for heaven ; his soul they knew — 
Although such things are hidden from our view — 
They felt, they knew, was now with heavenly wings 
At the White Throne, and tuning heavenly strings. 

How often have we held, my friend and I, — 

And oh, he was my friend, my honored friend ! — 
High converse ; stooped his being from his sky 

To shine round me ! How often did we wend 
Beside the stream that warbied by his home ; 

" I love its music ! " often would he say ! 
And there, mid birds and blossoms would we roam, 

While the sweet sunset on his meadows lay. 
And then across his darkening fields we trod 

Amid the bleat of flock and low of kine ; 
While Nature knelt in twilight prayer to God, 

And fragrance floated from her glimmering shrine. 
Oh, all things smiled so lovely, so divine ! 
My bosom felt a quiet, still not mine 
But his, reflected in me ! his tall form, 
Builded to breast dark fortune's angriest storm, 
Although it did not bend, yet seemed to me 
Brought down by peace to my equality. 
It was his spirit stooping down to mine. 

I could not rear my lowlier soul to him ! 
And thus our common feelings did entwine. 

Until I felt, though weak, and poor, and dim, 
Some faint communion. On high themes he talked, 

Opening his memory's stores : he brought the past, 

So clear, a vivid vision round was cast, — 
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A living, breathing present; men who walked 
With forehead in the stars, he knew, and he 

Their peer ! and they were gone ! and all the earth 
Had darkened when they went ; and I could see 

Their features, hear their voices ; at the birth 
Of our great nation some had lived, and stamped 
Their memories on its heart; and some had tramped 
To the stern clangor of War's trumpet ; some 
Had with grand magic struck assemblies dumb 
With thunderous eloquence and lightning-soul ; 
And all were blazoned upon Glory's scroll. 

We laid him in a green and lovely nook, 

Mid grass and flowers and birds and murmurous 



Though the loved music of his native brook 
Sang not his dirge, nor yet his native breeze, 

Yet there we knew his stately form would rest. 

Sweet in the earth spread lightly on his breast. 

His memory could not die ! Fame loved him well, 
Although he loved not Fame I We knew that Fame 

Would hold him high where loftiest spirits dwell, — 
Through future years would greener grow his name 

Among the greenest : thus we left him there, 

And in his own blest peace each felt a blessed share. 
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Oh, the voice of my love is entrancing, 

It floats, sweetly floats to my heart ! 
Till I seem to be dwelling in heaven, 

And I sorrow to feel it depart. 
But the bugle, the bugle, the bugle ! 

How it peals with its bright scarlet tone ! 
For it tells, proudly tells of the battle. 

With its clash, and its shout, and its groan. 

And stately the sound of the organ. 

As it rolls through the sky-spreading choir ; 
Now crashing along in grand thunder. 

Now glowing in volumes of fire. 
But the bugle, the bugle, the bugle ! 

How it peals, how it echoes through air ! 
For it tells of the strife and the slaughter, 

Where men, in full majesty, dare ! 

Oh, lovely the skies of soft Italy, 

Wafting love's voice, the guitar ! 
And thrilling the golden-toned mandolin. 

Under the Pyrenees -star ! 
But the bugle, the bugle, the bugle ! 

How it peals, how it bounds o'er the scene ! 
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For it tells of the charge and the volley, 
Where death frowns in terrible mien. 

And lutelike the song of the streamlet, 

As it bickers and hums in the glade ! 
And pleasant the strain of the bird-throng, 

As it swells in the wilderness shade ! 
But the bugle, the bugle, the bugle ! 

How it peals, how it surges on high ! 
For it tells of the rush and the rally. 

Where hearts dash to " do or to die." 




DOWN AMONG THE APPLE-BLOSSOMS. 



Down among the apple-blossoms 

That May-day, 
When the air was balm and music, 

We strolled away ! 
We strolled, I and Annie, 

In the soft ray, 
Down among the apple-blossoms, 

Happy and gay ! 

Down among the apple-blossoms 

Annie and I ! 
Oh, how sweet were all things round us! 

How bright the sky ! 
Murmuring love's delicious music. 

Both hearts in tune ! 
Down among the apple-blossoms, 

Till glowed the moon ! 

Down among the apple-blossoms 

Shone the sweet light; 
Oh, how blest were I and Annie 

That soft night ! 
There we mingled vows together, 

Annie and I, 
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There we vowed and there we murmured 
Till the moon was high. 

Down among the apple-blossoms 

Oft now I stray ! 
To the shining seraph o'er me 

Oft now I pray ! 
Annie is a radiant seraph : 

Oh, what am I ? 
Yet her lowly prayer will win me 

To her native sky ! 




ODE TO BEYANT ON HIS SEVENTIETH 
BIRTHDAY. 



A FADELESS Wreath is thine, 
Poet of our love ! its radiant twine 

Not from the Old World's flowers, 
But the unchanging foliage of the pine, — 
Tree of our land that, century-cinctured, towers, 
Foot on the rock and forehead in the sky ; 
Yet its deep bosom thrilling with a sigh, 
Although its boughs be glossed in golden dye, — 

Emblem of thy true lyre, 
Sounding in solemn wail and bright in joyous fire. 

The old oak, ivy-tressed. 
Whose acorn rung on Arthur's warrior-crest 

Along his knightly way, 
No minstrel fervor kindles in thy breast; 
But the mailed hemlock where the hunter lay 
By his lone camp-fire, startling there the flight 
Of the young eagle that wit^ tireless sight. 
Still drinks the sun-flash, swings its soaring height 

Within thy native strain. 
And, frowning in its shade, the red-man's flitting train. 
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Thy full-orbed genius sought 
The blended realm of Nature and of Thought. 

Heart watched beside the eye ; 
The spirit colored what the vision caught; 
The warm life mingled with the earth and sky ; 
Boughs waved with musings ; contemplation breathed 
From flowers ; and Song's bright brow was never 
wreathed 

With more befitting gifts than thine, bequeathed 

To Time, — its lofty plan 
So true that genius wrought to Nature and to Man. 

And Nature lives in thee : 
The soul-expanding dome ; its twin, the sea ; 

Peaks, pillars of the cloud. 
The cataract's crash, the thunder's tread, the free 
Grand winds, the stately sweep of woods, the crowd 
Of bird, tree, flower ; and in her essence glassed, 
Nature, with grateful love shall hold thee fast. 
As holds the gem its hues, while years shall last; 

And every age shall praise, — 
For Nature every breast in close communion sways. 

Each loved theme sings and shines 
In memory's heart : its fields Green Eiver twmes ; 

Dread Thanatopsis chants ; 
The Ages speak ; soar the cragged Apennines ; 
Dark floats the Water-fowl to sunset haunts ; 
Flashes the fiery charge of Marion's Men ; 
The Unshorn Fields roll billowy from the ken ; 
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The Murdered Traveller moulders in his glen ; 

Monument Mountain towers, 
And cold November blights The gentle race of flowers. 

Thy youthful strain arose 
When native song scarce breathed ; while now it flows 

Sounding on every side, 
Still in our hearts thy golden music glows. 
Our mighty land beholds thy wreath with pride, 
The future's plaudits echo in thine ear. 
Thy statue greets thee still in thy career, 
Thy star breaks blazing in thy sunset clear ; 

Fame steps in front of death. 
In token of thy tones immortal on her breath. 

Day sheds its parting sheen : 
The heavenward rays stream sweetly o'er the scene ; 

Birds twitter into sleep; 
The homeward kine pace slow through darkening green ; 
Over the leaves soft, slumberous breathings creep ; 
Far dreamy sounds flit melting on the air, 
That eastward thickens, while in hues more fair 
The west burns down ; bowed Nature rapt in prayer, 

And robed in deepening light. 
Hushes her peaceful heart to hail the hovering night. 




JOSEPHINE. 



Hearts are thy captives, sweet Josephine ! 

Lowly I bend at thy shrine ! 
Charms the most dazzling and seraph-like. 

Melting and matchless are thine. 
Lute-like thy tones flow, so tenderly ; 

Star-like thy eyes beam, so bright ; 
Grace moulds thy motions, sweet Josephine, — 

Grace, fullest fount of delight. 

Oft have I gazed on thy loveliness ! 

Oft have I seen thee in thought ! 
Fancy ne'er dreamed of a brighter one, 

Sweeter in sunniness wrought. 
Thine too is proud, peerless dignity. 

Mingled with sweet, girlish play; 
As the tall tree in its stateliness. 

Breathed on by breezes is gay. 

Gem of the sky, art thou, Josephine. 
Over all shining the queen! 
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Weaving a spell the most beautiful, 
Like the moon's beautiful sheen. 

Earth with thy smile is a paradise, 
Brimmed full of music and flowers ; 

Thou art a sun-blaze, sweet Josephine ! 
Making all rainbows the hours. 




PREEXISTENCE. 



Is this existence our life's starting-place? 

Then why those startling memories oft that glow, 
Of the same sights beholding long ago, 
Which for the first time seeming now we trace ? 
We hear sweet music ! we have heard its tone 
In some dim, distant past ! Some form we see ; 
We saw it in that past of mystery- 
Lurking in deepest self. Did not our life 
Begin before the present? fancies rife 
Thus throng, till Reason trembles on her throne. 
Is not this life a link of that vast chain. 
Commencing in the past eternity 
And stretching o'er this being's transient sea, 
To reach, far, far beyond, God, its grand source, again ? 




WILLIAM. 



He perished in his prime, ah, brother, friend ! 

I saw him die, and yet I died not too ! 
My heart, it could not break. His dreadless end 

Was calm, serene, and beautiful to view ! 
Oh ! he had suffered long and patiently ; 
The burning arrows never left him free 
Through lingering, sorrowing years ! yet had he striven, 

Striven like a warrior warring for his life ; 
He saw his sun -bright visions rudely ri^en. 

To die in gloom, and yet he met the str^'fe 
Meetly and bravely. I, who saw him lie 
And fight with far-off death, could only sigh, 
Suffering in silence; ah, I did not know 

That Heaven would try the sufferer so sore ! 
Sternly he battled with his mortal foe, 

Nor yielded till the deadly strife was o'er ! 
His was a high, brave spirit, formed to fight. 

Fight with the world, with frowning fortune strive, 
And many a struggle met he, till his might 

Failed, and he fell. How changed ! when all alive 
In energy and hope, with towering brow 

He started on the race ! Ah me, I know 
That all regrets are useless, useless now I 

And yet I cannot choose, but loving, show 
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His many virtues. Manly, true was he ; 
His heart was full of high, bland courtesy, 
And that his manners moulded; graceful, grave. 
Thoughtful, and kind ; to others free he gave 
What he required, — respect, communion kind, 

Frankness, and word sincere ; oh, in the van 
In every quality of heart and mind 

He was, look, feeling, tone, a gentleman ! 
His soul, ah, it was gentle, and his mind 
Held gem on gem in purest light enshrined. 
Books did he love, with all a student's love; 

And he was learned in the lore his tasks 
Clustered around; his spirit soared above 

All trick and low chicane ; grand Law, that basks 
In justice ; Law, whose seat is God's own breast, 
He followed. Never did his manly crest 
Stoop to deceit; his tongue was wise, his words 

Swift to the point; and I, who loved the realm 
Of fancy, sunset-clouds, and streams, and birds, 

I saw him bearing weight that would o'erwhelm 
Weak souls like mine, with marvel, for his smile 
Failed not ; he only gained new strength the while. 

He went, and I was left ! ah me ! I sigh, 
But all in vain ! my counsellor, my guide ! 

I miss thee, miss thee ! thou art in the sky ! 
And yet 1 miss thee, miss thee from my side ! 

The elder was he ; oftentimes I go 

Back in my thoughts to scenes of youthful glow. 

He fought my battles while I trembled by, 
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Yet thrilled with pride to see him fight so brave; 
Scorn on his brow, keen courage in his eye, 

And tenderest love for him he fought to save. 
My heart was shrinking as his heart was bold, 
Now mine is warm, and his, alas, is cold ! 

He gained respect from all ; all loved to claim 

His friendship, and all wished their friend success. 
Up the rough cliff where shone the star of fame 

His feet were mounting with victorious stress, 
"When fierce disease assailed him ; ah, that star 

Still shines, but never, nevermore for him ! 
A soft, entrancing, beckoning flame afar. 

But near, how cold, how mocking, and how dim ! 
And he lies low : friend, brother ! vain I call ! 

He answers not ! perchance my feeble moan 
Is drowned in full triumphant strains that fall 

On his rapt ear, and, joy ! not that alone, 
Perchance he swells the high cherubic choir 
With glorious tones of his own living lyre ! 
God took him and left me, for I was formed 

Of weaker, lowlier mould, loved more the earth; 
And yet toward him my spirit always warmed 

As his toward me, up, onward from my birth ! 

Mid the green landscapes of his natal spot 
He lies, with her, my sister, by his side, 

And my young brother ! they are not forgot ! 
No ! in this heart they live, and when all died 

I seemed to die ! together there they lie 
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Encompassed as I think by him — the strong, 
Aye strongest of us all ! The rending sky 

Will find them there together; and the song, 
The heavenly hymn, will greet them, same in time, 
Their joyful summons to the heavenly clime. 
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Clasped by the sea and moulded by its will 

Of sun and rain, Oh land of lofty pride ! 
Song with its brightest garland greets thee still, 

Though destined fate hath cleft us from thy side ! 
Sweet Garden Isle ! where even white Winter sees 

Fair flowers among his drifts, oh, long may Time, 
Yea, ever, shatter his stern scythe upon 
Thy chalky cliffs ! I love thy blossomy leas 

Bee-haunted! And thou hast thy crags sublime. 
Cloud-mantled! In the glimpses of thy sun. 

And in the melting amber of thy rain, 
Thou growest most soft and fresh ! Oh, land of song, — • 

Of Shakspeare and of Milton ! Land of arms, — 
Of Arthur and of Alfred ! with thy strong 

Steeled hand thou flashest falchion when alarms 
Of battle break ; and when peace soothes thee, sweet 
Thou warblest. Land of elmy, lawny park. 

And rooky hall; of fields to emerald shorn 
Twining with hamlet paths ; and whence the lark 

Sinks its grass-nest, in music, to the morn. 
With its wing's dew-drops gemming her red lips. 
Land of the cuckoo and the nightingale ! 

Gorse-goldened hill-side, daisy-silvered dale ! 
Green land of mellow meadow, velvet vale, 
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Yeined with melodious waters ! thou dost hail 
The sight with blossoms to thy finger-tips, 
Thy breath all primrose-sweet ! And thou dost tower 
Proud in the van of empires ! Earth turned pale 

"When that red Angel of the Dark Steed spoke 
Thundering with his grand trump ; yet he did cower 
To thee ! Napoleon roused thy Wellington, 
Chief of a hundred fights, and each fight won — 

Assaye to Waterloo ! He rent the yoke 
Placed on the neck of kings. Lo now thy power ! 
Thy bayonet gleams the lightning of the world, 

As thy great keel sits Trident of the sea. 
Thy sail is seen wherever a wave is curled ; 

The wide globe knows the language spoke by thee ; 
Thy throne is the Equator, and one hand 

The Southern Cross, and one the Starry Bear, 
And thy Eed Lion strides the .Orient-strand, 

And where rough Nootka makes its wintry lair. 
Thy Charter, gauntlet-born, still guards thy rights ; 
And Law, thy sovereign, guilty noble frights 
As well as peasant. In thy little cell. 
Packed like the walnut, castes securely dwell ; 
And as the acorn of thy English Oak 

Falls in its time, successive in their line 

Fall nionarchs to thy throne from Right Divine ; 
And thus, no jarring changes can invoke 
Ped Revolution. Thy quick, jealous sight 

W^atches all wrong to thy true liberty. 
And never have thy wrathful lightnings woke 
More grandly, than when rulers from their height 

Commanded low thy form, for thou art free ! 
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The iron of thy institutions shines 

With welcome rank's defined, gold filigree ; 
A glittering girdle round thy waist it twines 

No collar round thy neck, for thou art free. 
Land of green lanes, — hawthorned in narrow sod, 

Oak-strewed in glades of gypsy-haunted green ! 
Land of gray abbeys — minsters piled to God ; — 

Of warrior castles ; — of wild moorland scene. 
And pastoral plain ; — of mossy cottage walls 

Standing in pleasant dingles, moundy bowers 
Crumbling in tawny tints, whose thatches melt 

To fairy gardens filled with gemmy flowers. 
That overflow in greeting waterfalls 

To clambering woodbines, where the golden belt 
Of the dim-sighted, headlong-diving bee 
Glints by the emerald linnet loud in glee ; 
And where the glow-worm in the dew-balmed night 
Plants her low speck - — fixed-star of mellow light ! 
Lamp of the greensward. Land of rustic stiles ! 
Old, timbered taverns dotting hedge-row miles ! 
Of century-cultured farms, whose generous heart 
Spreads plumped with harvest ; and of her, the mart 
Of all the nations, with her thousand towers. 

That, blending all their clanging bells to one. 
Would move her deep foundations. All earth's powers 

Would scarce wake tremor in thy frame ; thy sun 
Would shine should Europe like one thunder-cloud 

Climb thy soft skies, — yea its broad disk would break 

From the wild cloud and far its fragments shake. 
And with thy thunder thou would'st answer loud, 
Thy Red Lion's thunder-roar up-pealing fierce and proud. 
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Oh, the peach shines in rosy, rich beauty ! 

The cherry white blazoning shows ! 
And the buds crowding, star-like, the garden, 

Are prophets, forerunning the rose ! 
And the grape sets its ear on the trellis. 

To listen the oriole's lay ! 
All glows the sweet season of beauty, — 

The season, bright season of May ! 

But the peach-tree stands shrouded in beauty, 

The cherry frowns gloomy as night, 
And the buds, prophet buds of the roses, 

How sad and how bitter the sight ! 
There was one who with me gazed upon them, 

Ah, where is she now ? and I sigh ! 
From a mortal she changed to an angel. 

And soared to her home in the sky. 

Ah, pulse, warmest pulse of my being ! 

I miss thee, I miss thee, my own ! 
I look through God's darkened creation, 

And I feel, deeply feel, I 'm alone ! 
Alone, all alone in the desert ! 

Above me no longer a palm ! 
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Alone, all alone in the wide waste ! 
No fountain to yield me its balm ! 

Yet sometimes I start from my slumbers ! 

A bright shining vision I see ! 
It comes wafted inward by music, 

And softly it smiles upon me. 
And, " Come, oh my love ! " sounds the music ! 

I bound, and, " Oh, welcome ! " I say ! 
Then I hear but the song of the robin, 

And see but the gleaming of day. 

Oh, blood of my heart ! on my pathway 

I linger, though longing to go ! 
How long, oh, how long must I linger, 

Ere on me thy presence shall glow? 
I sorrow, but bow to my burden. 

For I know that the summons must sound, 
And then, thrilling joy ! I shall join thee, 

And my bliss be immortally crowned ! 




SMITE ! 



Smite 1 



Foes on our banner are dashing ; 

Freedom that banner upholds, 
Calling her sons to her aid, 
City and mountain and glade ! 

Rally then under its folds ! 

Stars, ye bear hope in your light ! 

Pearl, thou art emblem of right ! 
Wrath in the crimson is flashing : 



See ! the dim forms of our fathers, 
Frowning, bend low to our sight ; 

Voices are heard on the gale : 

" Sons, if ye cowardly fail. 

Hide in the caverns of night ! 
No ! ye will on in your might! 

As the storm over us gathers, 
Smite ! " 

Smite ! 

Here hang the hopes of the nation ! 
Choice have we only to fight! 



Smite ! 



Smite ! 




SMITE! 



Sorrows shall nerve us anew ! 
Know but in battle's red dew 

Peace spreads her blossom of white ; 

Smite then for freedom and right! — 
Smite ! 't is our only salvation ! 
Smite ! 
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Union ! it draws from heaven its birth, — 
Linking the pine-tree with the sod, 

The unseen atom with the earth, 

The systems with the throne of God. 



Joins vvith the bee that seeks the flower ; 
The ocean with the drop of dew, 
The bubble with the boundless blue. 
The stars in endless course that run 

"With fire-fly sparks of twilight's hour. 

And in the wondrous world of man 

Strongest this mystic web is twined; 
What soul can live in lonely ban ? 

Heart leaps to heart, and mind to mind — 
Deed vibrates still to deed — the chain 

Joins with another's weal or woe ; 
The father's sins, in lengthened reign 

Of influence dire, the son shall know. 
His virtues, too, the child shall bless ; 

And thus a touch shall yield its meed 
Of misery or of happiness 

In this electric web of deed. 



The eagle, soaring to the sun. 
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Union the car of progress speeds: 
By it the steamship lords the deep ; 

It drives the railway's thundering steeds ; 
Along the wire its lightnings leap. 

My native land, to thee was given 
A Union blest by favoring Heaven ! 
Our fathers wrought with direst toil 

The chain in fortune's fiercest flame ; 
From battle's fearfullest turmoil 

Our glorious young Eepublic came. 
Nobly they dared the dangerous deep, 

Spurning the cultured joys of life ; 
And in the forest's boundless sweep 

Existence linked to endless strife. 
But though the ambush gleamed with deal 

Disease and famine aimed the dart, 
They faced their fate with tranquil breath, 

And wrought their work with trusting heart. 
For tireless hope and energy, 

And faith sublime, and lofty pride. 
That bent to naught but Heaven the knee. 

Were in those souls personified. 

And so they grasped the magic axe. 
And swept the forest as they went ; 

Wherever shone their living tracks, 
The hamlet rose — the harvest bent. 

Theirs, too, was high, far-reaching thought ; 
Knowledge and godly wisdom swayed ; 
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Thus, while with sinewy hand they wrought, 
An empire's corner-stone they laid. 

Not one to fear a despot's frown, — 
To wither in a sceptre's blight ; 

Justice alone to wear the crown — 
The only sceptre, Human Right. 

And, vital pulse of every hearty 

One loftiest sense played mightiest part, — 

Taught by the crag's cloud-piercing form, 

The cataract thundering down the rock. 
The eagle dashing through the storm. 

The frenzied flood, the whirlwind's shock, 
The boundless sweep of forest-sea, — 
It was the love of Liberty. 

O Liberty ! gift celestial. 

Twined deep in the Deity's plan ! 
Thy glorious life is immortal. 

And yields the best blessings to man. 
Thou art twin to the chainless lightning, 

The maddened tornado's flight ; 
Thou dancest in bound of the billow. 

And glancest in beam of the light. 

No blossom art thou of the garden. 
To breathe in the sunshine warm ; 

Thou swingest upon the pine-top. 
To the roar of the grappling storm. 

The strength that would challenge the whirlwind 
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Dissolves in the valley of flowers ; 
The voice that sounds mate to the thunder 
Would sink in soft melody's bowers. 

A warrior, grim and frowning, 

Thou springest upon thy steed, 
Armed for the battle to conquer 

Or die in the moment of need. 
When the battle is ended, thou leanest 

Ever thine ear to the ground, 
And ready to clutch thy falchion 

To danger's most far-away sound. 

Liberty ! gift celestial, 

What glorious joys are thine ? 
Yet to few of the earth is given 

To watch o'er thy holy shrine. 
Oh ! many the hearts that are fettered 

In Tyranny's cruel gyves ; 
But among them the seed is sprinkled 

Where Liberty's germ survives. 

And sometimes the seed springs upward 

To wildest and fiercest life ; 
Ah ! how the world has tottered 

In the quake of the dreadful strife ! 
The earth has turned red with slaughter, 

And Liberty, torn and stained, 
Down to the dust has been cloven ; 

But its life — its life remained. 
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And again, to its feet upleaping, 

Again it has dared the fight ; 
And as long as earth stands will the battle 

Rage on between Might and Right. 
Liberty ! born of heaven ! 

Not always the despot's ban 
Will darken the light of thy glory — 

Thy light is immortal in man. 

And such the light our fathers knew ; 

Thus, when Oppression stealthy came, 
Up to the sun their front they drew. 

With voice of storm and eye of flame. 
At the Virginian's trumpet-breath 
Of " Give me Liberty or death ! '* 
Bounded our nation to the fray. 
As from night's shadow bounds the day. 
On went the words, winged fierce with ire, 
Like the dread tongues of cloven fire. 
Bear witness, blazoned battle-fields. 
What bolts an uproused nation wields ! 
A living lustre flashes forth — 
Fields, bounded not by South or North, 
But scattered wide, in every part — 
Sword joined to sword, and heart to heart ; 
Where Hudson rolls its lordly tide. 

And where the broad Potomac flows, 
Where Susquehanna's waters glide. 

And where St. Mary's silver glows. 
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Then to the struggles of the free 
Kind Heaven vouchsafed the victory. 
Sheathing the lightnings of her brand, 

And sharpening axe, and guiding plough, 
Swift onward went our happy Land, 

With flowery feet and starry brow. 
A continent was ours to bless 
With Liberty's own happiness; 
A happiness of equal right, — 

Of government to rest on all, — 
Of law, whose broad and steadfast light 

On each obedient heart should fall. 
Li Union's sacred bond we reared 

A Union temple, and the sun 
Never a fairer fabric cheered ; 

Our starry flag, with trophies won 
In many a fight on sea and shore, 
Waved in its blazoned beauty o'er. 
From where the half-year sleeps in snow 
To where soft summers, endless, glow, 
Our eagle flew, and saw no break 

Li the expanse that God had joined. 
Ours was some sheltered, happy lake. 
Which, though the transient breeze might shake, 

Yet by the sun again was coined 
To peaceful gold, and upward sent 
Its grateful smile of blest content. 
Then came the storm — the darkness fell — 

Dashed the wild billows to the blast ; 
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And, staggering on the foaming swell, 

With shivering sail and quivering mast, 
Fierce breakers crashing on her lee, 

In the red lightning's angry glare, 

Kindling alone the blackened air. 
Our once proud Ship of State we see. 
And, bearing down, a phantom bark — 

In lurid light its trappings wound, 
Sides darting fires along the dark, 

Terrific thunders roaring round, — 
Comes flashing through the awful gloom, 
With threatening of impending doom. 
Heaven save the Ship ! in godly care 

The stately mould our fathers wrought ; 

Her sails of States, in Union, caught — 
Union alone — the favoring air. 
Our fathers' blood her firm cement. 

Their hearts the planks that formed the pile, 
Their prayers the blue above it bent. 

Their virtues the surrounding smile. 

And shall that Ship, in hopeless shock. 
Be dashed upon Disunion's rock ? 
Shall we not, on the severing sky. 

See some gray tinge of softness cast, 
Prophetic of the crimson dye 

The glorious sunburst throws at last ? 

Ye stately shades — O glorious sires ! — 
Bend from the clouds of darkness now, 
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With memory-waking battle-fires, 

Flashing from every awful brow ; 
Throughout the realm hath shone your blade,— 
Throughout the realm your bones are laid ! 
For the whole realm ye fought and died : 
Descend ! march round on every side ! 
Come, Sumter, Marion, Greene, and Wayne 1 

And thou, O stateliest Washington ! 
Lead through the land the mighty train, — 

The lovely land the heroes won. 
Touch every heart with kindly flame, 

Sweep every barrier-cloud away. 
And rear again the Union's frame, 

The brighter from its new array. 
Let our broad banner stream to view 

Without a stain, without a rent, — 
With every star in brightened blue, 

With every stripe more beauteous blent. 

Dear flag of our fathers, how wildly 
It streams to the hurricane's might ! 

Yet no more shall be quenched in the darkness 
Than the sunshine be swept from the sight. 

It was born in the tumult of battle. 

When the land rocked with wrath at the foe, 

And Liberty, striving and reeling. 
Rained blood at each terrible blow. 

There was naught on the yoked earth to render 
Fit emblems that flag to adorn ; 
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So the sky — the grand symbol of freedom — 
Sent gifts from its night and its morn. 

The Stars shone for hopes to be kindled 

Anew from dark tyranny's sway ; 
And the Stripes beamed for courage and patience, 

Fresh dawning to lead up the day. 

Thus favored above, changing Fortune 

Came smiling our banner to join ; 
And the first its bright folds were expanded. 

It beamed over conquered Burgoyne. 

Though it trembled at times to the tempest, 
And clouds o'er its blazonry passed, 

Our Eagle thence wafted it onward, 
Till proudly 't was planted at last. 

And now, as we gaze on its splendors. 
In the heart what starred memories rise ! 

Of worthies with feet in our pathways, 
But glorified brows in the skies. 

High lifted — the foremost among them — 

Our Nation's great Father is seen, 
With figure in mould so majestic. 

And face so benign and' serene ; 

And Jefferson, Adams, and Franklin, 
There shine in the stately array ; 
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And there the wreathed forehead of Jackson, 
And there the grand presence of Clay. 

And battle-fields, trophied in honor, 
On the breast of the banner are rife, — 

The evergreen summit of Bunker, 

And Trenton's wild winter-tossed strife. 

And proudly our own Saratoga, 

Where the first of our triumphs was won ; 
And Yorktown, — that height of our glory, 

Where burst our victorious sun. 

Then, hail to our sky-blazoned banner ! 

It has brightened the shore and the sea ; 
And soon m^ay it wave o'er one nation. 

The starred and striped Flag of the Free I 




SHERIDAN'S RAID. 



Say, lads, have ye heard of bold Sheridan's raid ? 
How we skimmed hill and valley, dared dungeon and 



How we made old Virginia quake sudden and through, 
Where our sharp, sworded lightning cut keen on her 



Red battle had trampled her plains into mire; 
The homestead and harvest had vanished in fire ; 
But far where the walls of the Blue Ridge arose, 



There was grain in the garners, fresh, plump to the 
sight ; 

And mill-wheels to grind it all dainty and white; 
There were kine in the farm-yards, and steeds in the 
stall. 

All ready, when down our live torrent should fall. 



blade ? 



view ! 



Three cheers ! 



Were prize for our daring and grief for our foes. 

Three cheers! 



Three cheers ! 
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And in the quaint hamlets that nestled more far, 
Were contrabands pining to know the north star; 
And home-gnards, so loath to leave home and its joys, 
But who dreamed not they stayed prize for Sheridan's 



Oh, keen did we grind our good sabres, and scan 
Our carbines and pistols, girths, spurs, to a man ! 
Then up and away did we dash with a shout. 
With cannon and caisson, away in and out. 

Three cheers ! 

Away in the forest and out on the plain ; 
The stormy night gathered, we never drew rein; 
The raw morning cut us, but onward, right on. 
Till again the chill landscape in twilight grew wan. 

Three cheers ! 

Sleet stung us like arrows, winds rocked us like seas, 
And close all around crashed the pinnacle-trees ; 
Red bolts flashed so near, the glare blinded our eyes, 
But onward, still on, for in front shone the prize. 

Three cheers ! 

We climbed the steep paths where the spectre-like fir 
Moaned death in the distance ; we ceased not to spur ! 
Death ! what that to us, with our duty before ? 
Then onward, still on our stern hoof-thunder bore. 



boys. 



Three cheers ! 



Three cheers ! 
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We dashed on the garners, their white turned to black ; 
We dashed on the mills, and how smoky our track! 
We dashed on the hamlet, ha, ha ! what a noise, 
What a stir, as upon them rushed Sheridan's boys I 

Three cheers ! 

The contrabands came with their grins and their bows, 
And old ragged slouches swung wide from their brows ; 
The Home- Guards ran wildly — then blustered, when 
found 

Not made food for powder, but Union-ward bound. 

Three cheers 1 

The kine turned to broils at our camp-fires ; the steeds, 
The true F. F. V.'s, fitted well to our needs ; 
They pranced and they neighed, as if proud of the joys 
Of bearing, not Home- Guards, but Sheridan's boys. 

Three cheers ! 

We dashed on the rail-track, we ripped and we tore ; 
We dashed on the depots, made bold with their store ; 
Then away, swift away ! it was trifling with fire ; 
We, far in the foe's depths, and free to his ire. 

Three cheers! 

Fierce Ewell and Early and Stuart and Hill 
Launched forth their fleet legions to capture and kill; 
We mocked all pursuit, and eluded each toil. 
And drummed unopposed on their dear sacred soil. 

Three cheers! 
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We swam icy torrents ; climbed wild, icy roads, 
Where alone wolf and woodman held savage abodes; 
We floundered down glary steeps, ravine, and wall, 
Either side, where, one slip and a plunge settled all. 



The dark, mighty woods heaved like billows, as o'er 
Burst harsh, jarring blasts, and like breakers their roar; 
While jingle of stirrup and tinkle of blade 
Made sprinkle like lute in love's soft serenade. 



Oh, footsore and weary our good steeds at last ! 
Oh, hungry and dreary the long moments passed ! 
We froze to our saddles, spur hardly could ply : 
What of that ! we were lucky, and now could but die ! 

Three cheers ! 

We wore through the moments, we rode though in 
pain ; 

Were sure to forget all when camp came again; — 
We rode and we rode, till, hurrah ! on our sight 
Burst our tents, as on midnight comes bursting the 



Three cheers ! 



Three cheers ! 



hght! 



Three cheers ! 




SUCCESS TO THE FLAG. 



Success to the Flag of our Fathers! 

Its folds all around us be spread ! 
Emblazoned with deeds of the valiant, 

And sacred with names of the dead ! 
Its Stars are the symbol of Union, — 

In Union they ever shall wave I 
Its White is the emblem of honor ! 

Its Red is the blood of the brave. 

Success to the Flag of our Fathers ! 

It streams o'er the land and the sea! 
The shades of our heroes are round it. 

Beneath it, the ranks of the Free. 
We swear we will ever defend it 

In trials to come, as of yore ; 
Uplift it a beacon of Freedom 

To earth, until Time is no more! 




THE DRUMMER-BOY. 



Dear mother, I wish you were with me, I 'm lying 

here all alone ; 
I see but the dead around me, I hear but the dying 

groan ; 

I 'm very, very faint, mother, my wound is throbbing 
so bad ; 

Could I see you for even a moment, I should feel to 

my heart right glad ! 
My blood is staining the hollow, it reddens the drum I 

dropped 

When the quick, hot ball shot through me, and all 

within me stopped ; 
My drum, my delight and glory, that I carried 

throughout the day, 
Rolling and beating and tapping, as to and fro went 

the fray ; — 

I wish I could beat it again, it was ever my glory 
and joy. 

But I cannot — ah, ah, this spasm ! — O mother, come, 
come to your boy ! 

The homestead, the dear old homestead, it rises to 
sight once more. 
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With the meadow and rocky woodland, and the orchard 

beside the door ; 
I shall never toss hay in the harvest, nor follow the 

fox to his den, 
Nor feast on the rosy ripe apples by the winter fire 

again. 

I can see brother John in the meadow ; dear sissy is 
at the well ; 

How I used to tug at the windlass — ah me, the 

tears must swell ! 
But I do not feel bad I enlisted ; I would do it again 
to fight 

The wicked rebels and traitors, who trampled on honor 
and right, 

As Deacon Wooster explained it, just after the news 
had come 

That Charleston's ten thousand heroes whipped seventy 
of our scum. 

No, no, I 'm right glad I enlisted ; for did not the 

wretched crew 
Fire on the Flag of the Nation, and sever the Union 

in two ? — 

The Flag my father defended at blood-stained Lundy's 
Lane ! 

The Union that Uncle John said should be an eternal 
chain ! 

And he is a tonguey lawyer, — no, no, I rejoice I came, 
Though here I am lying and dying — they put me all 
in flame. 
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The wicked rebels and traitors ! I wish I could 

spring to my feet, 
And rub-a-dub, rub-a-dub once more, my drum in the 

battle beat ; 

But did we not drive them famously ? — ah, that pang 

was like a dart ! 
O mother ! O mother ! come to me, I 'm weary and 

sick at heart. 

Ah, yes, I 'm weary, weary ; my head seems running 
wild ; 

O mother, if you but knew this, how soon you would 
fly to your child ; 

She fondled me, blessed me, wept o'er me, com- 
mended me then to Him, 

And gave me her Bible — I feel it ; but my eyes grow 
heavy and dim. 

O mother ! John ! O Nellie ! shall I see you 
never again ? 

Hark ! hark ! a swell of music — the bugle of Pleas- 
anton's men ! 

Once more — my name is sounded ! it is — it is mother's 
voice ! 

I 'm here, I 'm here, dear mother ! I tremble, I so 
rejoice ; 

She 's coming all shining in white ; how it makes my 

poor heart leap ! — 
Yes, throw your dear arms around me, and now I — 

will — go — to — sleep. 
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"Brave among the bravest." 



How many heroes slain 
The nation mourns even while her gifts she wreathes 
For their bright brows ! Song naught but wailing 
breathes ! 

Fame with her trump sends wailing in her strain ! 
Loj every leaf that forms her shining twine 
Is stamped with death ; her grand emblazoned shrine 
Droops, draped in black ; her bright bold glances shine 
Through tears. 



Whose home was of the conflict's loftiest wave, 
Glad as the sea-bird at storm's cloud-ward crest, 
Who felt his joy alone on battle's breast, 
He, too, hath flown with death's red wing away, 
While shone his sun in all the splendor of its day! 

An eagle was he born, — 
Eagle to revel in the heaven of war ! 

He sought it in his morn, 
With eager burning heart through realms afar. 



And he, the" bravest of the brave, 



1 Killed at Chantilly, September 1, 1862. 
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He cared not for the flowery bowers of home, 

Their sunlight and their music; and his soul. 
By the fierce flame within, was urged to roam 

Where the stern thunders, whose enrapturing roll 
Alone he loved, were launching. Afric's sun. 
The fiery child of combat quickly won. 

There, ever in the vivid van, this Bolt 
Of Battle crashed. Say, thrilling, have ye seen 

His towering emblem eagle mount to moult 
Glad pinion in the sun? With self-same mien 
Then had you seen this youthful hero dart 
Full in the conflict's reddest, fiercest heart. 
His reins teeth-clinched, his falchion in his right, 
His left the shot. God, what a glorious sight ! 

The thunder of his bounding war-horse drowned 
In his own shouts careering on the foe ! 

What, though quick lightning blades were showering 
round ; 

WTiat, though dread volleys pealed, death's ceaseless 
blow 

Struck to the quick ! There, there his pathway lay 

Right onward ; not a thought within his soul 
Of swerving, — ho, as well the keen forked ray 

As he ! His heart was darting to its goal, 
The strife's red core, the fiercest of the fi^ay. 

Oh, mad in its rolling and foaming, 
The battle surge tumbles about; 

He is there on the top of its combing, 
Hark ! hear him his ecstasy shout ! 

He rages with wrath of the battle, 
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He burns with the flame of the fight; 
Mid the shout and the shock and the rattle 
He soars to the pride of his might, — 
To the full joyous pride of his might, — 

Till rolls the strife's maddened tide, 

Far from his dauntless side, 
And triumph wide launches its light! 

As shone his morn so blazed his noontide ray. 
Where with stern sword his nation pointed way 
To Montezuma's towers, we see him now 
With the same tireless arm, the same undaunted brow. 
On, on to the city! The bugle-blast rings, — 
What form darts the foremost ? what battle-hoof springs 
The wildest ? His, his, the bold hero ! He flies 
Straight forward, though Death waves its torch in his 
eyes ! 

He is there, at the Belen ; a whirlpool is boiling, 
But madly he bounds in the midst of its coiling. 
He bounds, the bold hero ; a shot strikes, he reels 
A moment, but fiercer war's frenzy he feels. 
And fiercer he rages, till*battle once more 
Leaves him^ — he not it, — and his frenzy is o'er. 



Our hero should at last have perished, — perished I 

Why should the fearful storm 

At last have riven his form ! 
For that warm heart life's gentler feelings cherished. 



Ah, sound the bitter woe ! 
That in the crimson flow 
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So have we seen on the volcano's crest 

Blossoms all fragrance, all in beauty drest! 

We would have wished our noble friend to live, 

Glad in all gifts that grateful Fame could give. 

But battle Glory strove with peaceful Fame 

Who the bold heart, the laurelled chief, should claim, 

And Glory won, and gave her child to Death, 

Proud as his proudest gift. His latest breath 

We know, had he but chosen, should have flown, 

As it did fly, in battle. But alas, 

Not less ourselves his mournful loss bewail ! 
Can we feel comfort that his soul did pass 

Winged with war's hurricane ? The visage pale 
Of death beams splendor not to us, although 
To him its hue was buried in the glow 
That best he loved; yet pride it is to tell. 
Now he hath vanished in war's crimson swell, 
His glorious deeds. Tell History his deeds. 

That she may stamp them on her deathless brow : 
For brightest of a hero's mortal meeds 

It is to live where Time's unpitying plough 
His memory cannot cleave, and of those deeds 
The brightest are his last. 

Our country bleeds 
With blows her own hands strike. He starts, he heeds 
Her cries for succor. In a foreign land 
He dwells ; his bowers with luxury's pinions fanned, 
His cup with roses crowned. He dashes down 
The cup, he leaves the bowers ; he flies to aid 
His native land. Out leaps his patriot blade ! 
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Quick to the van he darts. Again the frown 
Of strife bends blackening ; once again his ear 

War's furious trump with stern delight drinks in; 
Again the Battle-Bolt in red career! 

Again the flood, the frenzy, and the din! 
At tottering Williamsburg his granite front 
Bears without shock the battle's fiercest brunt. 
So have we seen the crag beat back the blast, 
So has the shore the surges backward cast. 
Behind his rock the shattered ranks reform; 
Forward again he leads them in the storm, — 
Forward, still forward, until dark defeat 
Burns to bright victory! Oh, from thy seat 
High in the heavens, proud Glory, hath thine eye 
Never more splendor flashed, than when the sky 
Rang to the full triumphal shouting, where 
Just moaned the trembling accents of despair! 
Oh, if our flag had fallen upon that field, 
Our nation's destiny had there been sealed ! 
The arrogant foe, with conquest flushed anew, 
Would then have plunged his murderous weapon 
through 

Our very heart! Our nation, shuddering, saw 
But late its broken legions, and in awe 
It looked upon the strife. Our new-formed host 
Had waked anew its pride, — anew its boast, 
Its noble boast to conquer. But the foe, 
Praise the great God! was baffled by our blow, 
Shout paeans to the hero, for 't was he, — 

He, more than all, that, when our flag was rent, 
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Wove it to one firm front of victory ! 

Shout to his fame ; let every breast be blent 
In grateful joy! And then that fitful stream 

Of triumph and disaster when it flowed 
Back from proud Richmond. Whose the brightest beam 

On that quick changeful flood? who, tireless, glowed 
In hope and courage? Say, stern Malvern, who 
Again, again his dauntless legions drew 
To the red front ? Who bade them charge anew, — 
Charge till we conquered ? High in battle's view 
One slender shape we mark ! It towers aloft : 
So do we see above the woodland oft 
The pine ! What though the woodland bends ! the 



Bends not the pine ! Still towers the haughty form 
Till the storm ends, and up the woodland stands 

In triumph ! So our hero towered, and so 
The battle ceased in victory! Fame commands 

The song; we yield it gladly; but the glow 

Fades as we sing. The dire, the fatal blow 
Fell, fell at last! Full, full in deadliest front 
Leading his legions, leading as his wont, 
The bullet wafts him to his mortal goal ! 

And not alone War's thunders saw him die : 
Amid the glare, the rushing, and the roll, 

Glared, crashed, the grand dread battle of the sky ! 
There, on two pinions, — War's and Storm's, — he 
soared, 

Flight how majestic ! up ! His dirge was roared 
Not warbled, and his pall was smoke and cloud; 
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Flowers of red shot, red lightnings strewed his bier, 
And night, black night, the mourner. Peal aloud 
Thy mightiest strains, Song! yea, peal, until 

Thy harp-strings shiver, for the blast's career 

Through seas of pines grand thundering on the ear, 
Is thy fierce rival! Let the Sacred Hill 
Ring ! for the crag rings with it — crag of storm ! 
Oh, over such great hearts that fired his form 
No puny flute should lisp, throb no guitar ! 

And therefore heaven's deep tones did dreadful 
ring, — 

Battle's and heaven's, — when he did fly afar. 

And therefore storm's sublime, sky sweeping wing 
Should launch his dirge, or least, Song's loftiest swell, 
So that the harp should shudder! Now farewell, 
O hero ! In our Glory's Pantheon 
Thy name will shine, a name immortal, won 
By deeds immortal ! In our heart's deep heart 
Thy statued fame, that never shall depart. 
Shall tower, the loftier as Time fleets, and show 
How Heaven can sometimes plant its Titans here 
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Our Union, the gift of our fathers ! 

In wrath roars the tempest above! 
The darker and nearer the danger, 

The warmer and closer our love. 
Though stricken, it never shall perish ; 

It bends, but not breaks, to the blast ; 
Foes rush on in fury to rend it, 

But we will stand true to the last. 

Our Union, ordained of Jehovah, 

Man sets not the mandate aside ! 
As well cleave the welkin asunder 

As the one mighty system divide. 
The grand Mississippi sounds ever. 

From pine down to palm, the decree ; 
The spindle, the corn, and the cotton, 

One paean, shout. Union, to thee ! 

Our Union, the lightning of battle 

First kindled the flame of its shrine ! 
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The blood and the tears of our people 

Have made it forever divine. 
In battle we then will defend it! 

Will fight till the triumph is won ! 
Till the States form the realm of the Union, 

As the sky forms the realm of the sun. 
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Rally, rally 
Once again ! 
Freemen, on ! the way is plain ; 
Smite the traitors once again ! 
Let not brief reverses daunt us, 

Let not craven fears assail ; 
Treason's banner now may taunt us 

In the fierce but fleeting gale ; 
But once more the day shall come 

When again that flag shall cower ; 
And the boasting voice be dumb, 

Shouting now its little hour : 
Up and on them ! 
Freemen, on ! the way is plain ; 
Smite the traitors once again ! 

Rally, rally 

Once again ! 
Madmen, fiercely though ye drain 
War's red chalice, it is vain ! 
Never shall ye rend asunder 

Freedom's flag of Stripes and Stars ; 
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Freedom guards it with her thunder, 
Down will smite your thing of Bars ! 

Down your wretched counterfeit ! 
In her roused and holy rage. 

She will tear and trample it. 
Sacred is the war ye wage : 
Up and on them ! 

Freemen, up ! the way is plain ; 

Smite the traitors once again ! 

Eally, rally 
Once again ! 
Though we bleed in every vein, 
Smite the traitors once again ! 
By the nation's ancient story, 

By the deeds of other days, 
By our hopes of future glory, 

By the deep disdain or praise 
That in action now awaits 

As we yield or dare the strife ! 
Let us through all frowning fates 

Swear to guard the nation's life : 
Up and on them ! 
Freemen, up ! the way is plain ; 
Smite the traitors once again ! 




MAEK DARROW. 



The loggers encircle their camp-fire 

In the stormy sky's sun-setting light; 
They are singing a song of the forest, 

With a chorus resounding in might, — 
Resounding till lost in the pine-wood 

That shadows the Kennebec's wave. 
And startling the owl till he burrows 

More deep in his hollow-tree cave. 

But see on the river a wangun ^ 

Heaped high with its stores for the camp ! — 
It moors to the marge, and the steersman 

Strides upward with haste in his tramp : 
" What news from below ? " shout the loggers. 

He sends a stern, rapid reply : 
" The Rebels have taken Fort Sumter ! " 

All start to their feet with a cry. 

" Have they dared ? have they dared ? " said Mark 
Darrow, 

As his hand clinched in fury he shook ; 
" The traitors, to fire on our banner ! " 

And he stamped with fierce flame in his look. 



1 The Maine batteau. 
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The steersman rehearses the story, 

And the camp-fire darts wrath in its glow ; 

Black columns seem crowding the clearing, 
And the wild wind to wail in its woe. 

At noon, down the Kennebec's flood-wave 

Speeds the boat like a bird in its flight ; 
And strife, bitter strife, to Mark Darrow 

Seems to speak in each sound and each sight. 
The tree-fall deep echoes like cannon. 

As a bugle the screech of the jay ; 
While the red-vested, wild-featured boatmen 

Of wood-battles sing in each lay. 

The moose at the eddy is drinking. 

The next naught but motionless trees ; 
The thrasher is pouring her music. 

Then naught but the sigh of the breeze. 
The deer through the lilies is wading, 

Naught then but the sun-kindled gloss ; 
The eagle plumes proud on the pine-top. 

Then naught but the summit of moss. 

At length they check way at a hamlet ; — 

A scene of loud bustle is there : 
Shrills the fife, and the sharp drum is rattling, — 

Old Glory is flashing in air. 
And armed men in column are marching ; 

And often the music they drown 
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In " Up with the Flag of the Union ! 
With treason and treachery down ! " 

And Mark, too, is marching among them ; 

The eagle-flag waves in his hold ; 
And he vows in his heart, if death-stricken, 

His breast shall be wrapped in its fold. 
The boy and the logger no longer, 

While foes seek that banner to rend ; 
The soldier draws sword for the nation, 

To battle for Right till the end. 

Night melts, tender night, with its star-light ! 

Mark roves through the river-side firs. 
With one that sheds brightness around her, 

And his eyes sweet entangle with hers. 
But sorrow with happiness mingles, 

For morn tears each other apart. 
love ! in this dark world of ours, 

How it joys but to sadden the heart ! 

Hark ! the wild war-storm of Malvern ! 

Slaughter is revelling at large ! 
Thunders the broad blazing cannon-bolt ! 

Dashes the catapult charge ! 
Musket-shots roll out like hailstones ! 

Breastworks shoot arrows of fire ! 
Squares wither, columns are melting ! 

Oh, fierce the fight in its ire ! 
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Hurrah ! bear aloft the bright banner ! 

It sinks, but it rises again, — 
In a whirlwind of strife it is streaming ; 

Blood pours from its bearer like rain. 
He fights with a fierce mounted rebel : 

That blow, it cuts sheer ; ere his fall 
He drives his good sword through the foeman, 

Then dies, with the flag for his pall. 

Toll, toll, toll ! 

The hero is borne to his rest! 
But round him is mantled Old Glory, 

Fresh blossoms are wreathed on his breast. 
He lies in his little home churchyard : 

At his grave, first the wind-flower appears ; 
There, last, gleams the golden-rod's sunshine, 

And one keeps it green with her tears. 
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For long months that followed the triumph the Rebels 

loud boasted they wrought, 
But which lost to them Chattanooga, thus bringing 

their triumph to naught, — 
The mountain- walled citadel city, its outposts in billowy 

crowds, 

Grand soarers among the lightnings, stern conquerors 
of the clouds ! — 

For long months, I say, had the Rebels, with the eyes 
of their cannon, looked down 

From the high-crested forehead of Lookout, the Mis- 
sion's long sinuous crown ; 

Till Grant, our invincible hero, the winner of every 
fight ! 

Who joys in the strife, like the eagle that drinks from 

the tempest delight! 
Marshalled his battle-worn legions, and, pointing out to 

them the foe, 

Kindled their hearts with the tidings that now should 

be stricken the blow. 
The Rebel to sweep from old Lookout, that cloud-post 

so dizzily high. 
Whence the taunt of his cannon and banner so long 

had affronted the sky. 
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Brave Thomas the foeman had brushed from his sumr- 

mit the nearest, and now 
The beautiful quiet of midnight soothed Nature*s torn,, 

agonized brow, — 
A midnight of murkiest darkness, and Lookout's black 

undefined mass 
Heaved grandly a frown on the welkin, a rampart 

naught living might pass. 
Its bosom was sprinkled with sparkles, its summit was 

dotted with gold, 
Proclaiming the camps of the Rebels, secure as they 

deemed in their hold. 
Where glimmered the creek of the Lookout, it seemed 

the black dome of the night 
Had dropped all its stars in the valley, it glittered so 

over with light; 
There were voices and clashings of weapons, and drum- 
beat and bugle and tramp. 
Quick flittings athwart the broad watch-fires that painted 

red rings through the camp; 
There were figures dark edging the watch-fires, and 

groups at the front of each tent. 
And a tone like the murmur of waters all round from 

the valley upsent. 

"D'ye see, lad, that black-looking peak?" said a ser- 
geant, scarred over and gray, 

To a boy, both in glow of a camp-fire, whence wavered 
their shadows away; 
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" Strap tightly your drum, or you '11 lose it when climb- 
ing yon hill, for the word 

Is to take that pricked ear of old Lookout, where 
Bragg's shots so often we Ve heard ; 

Our noble commander has said it, and we all should 
be mindiog our prayers ; 

By dawn we must plant the old banner where the 
Rebels now shame us with theirs. 

Hurrah for bold General Hooker, the leader that 
never knew fear, 

He 's to lead us I now, comrades, be ready and give at 
the rolls a good cheer ! 

I look for the time at each moment!" — just then the 
long rolls swelled about. 

There were tramplings of steeds and of men, there was 
jingle and rattle and shout; 

Dark columns would glimmer and vanish, a rider flit 
by like a ghost, — 

There was movement all over the valley, — the move- 
ment and din of a host. 

Twas the legion so famed of the "White Star," and 

led on by Geahy the brave. 
That was chosen to gather the laurel or find on the 

mountain a grave. 
They crossed the dim creek of the Lookout, and toiled 

up the sable ascent, 
Till the atoms black crawling and struggling in dense 

upper darkness were blent. 
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Mists, fitful in rain, came at day-dawn, they spread in 

one mantle the skies. 
And we that were posted below stood and watched with 

our hearts in our eyes; 
We watched as the mists broke and joined, the quick 

flits and the blanks of the fray; 
There was thunder, but not of the clouds; there was 

lightning, but redder in ray ; 
Oh ! warm rose our hopes to the White Star," — oh ! 

wild went our pleadings to Heaven ; 
We knew, and we shuddered to know it, how fierce 

oft the Rebels had striven ; 
We saw, and we shuddered to see it, the Rebel flag 

still in the air: 
Shall our boys be hurled back ? God of battles ! oh ! 

bring not such bitter despair ! 

But the battle is rolling still up, it has plunged in the 

mantle overhead ; 
We hear the far hum of the volley, we see the bomb's 

sparkle of red. 
Still the rock on the forehead of Lookout, through 

rents in the windy mist, shows 
The horrible flag of the Cross-bar, — the counterfeit rag 

of our foes ; 

Portentous it looks through the vapor, then melts to 

the eye, but it tells 
That the Rebels still cling to their stronghold, and hope 

for the moment dispels. 
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But the roll of the thunder seems louder, flame angrier 

smites on the eye, 
The scene from the fog is laid open — a battle-field 

fought in the sky ! 
Eye to eye, hand to hand, all are struggling ; — ha, 

traitors ! ha, Rebels, ye know 
Now the might in the arm of our heroes ! Dare ye bide 

their roused terrible blow ? 
They drive them, our braves drive the Rebels ! They 

flee, and our heroes pursue ! 
We scale rock and trunk — from their breastworks they 

run ! oh ! the joy of the view ! 

Hurrah ! how they drive them ! hurrah ! how they drive 

the fierce Rebels along ! 
One more cheer, still another ! each lip seems as ready 

to burst into song. 
On, on, ye bold blue-coated heroes ! thrust, strike, pour 

your shots in amain I 
Banners fly, columns rush, seen and lost in the quick, 

fitful gauzes of rain. 
boys ! how your young blood is streaming ! but falter 

not, drive them to rout ! 
From barricade, breastwork, and rifle-pit, how the 

scourged Rebels pour out ! 
We see the swift plunge of the caisson within the dim 

background of haze. 
With the shreds of platoons inward scudding, and fainter 

their batteries blaze ; 
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As tlie mist-curtain falls it is blank ; as it lifts, a wild 
picture out-glares, — 

A wild shifting picture of battle, — and dread our warm 
hopefulness shares ; 

But never the braves of the "White Star" have sul- 
lied their fame in defeat, 

And they will not to-day see the triumph pass by them 
the foeman to greet ! 

No, no, for the battle is ending ; the ranks on the slope 
of the crest 

Are the true Union blue, and our banners alone catclj 

the gleams of the west. 
Though the Cross-bar still flies from the summit, we 

roll out our cheering of pride ! 
Not in vain, O ye heroes of Lookout ! brave Union 

boys ! have ye died ! 
One brief struggle more sees the banner, that blot on 

the sky, brushed away. 
When the broad moon, now basking upon us, shall yield 

her rich lustre to day ; 
She brings out the black hulk of Lookout, its outlines 

traced sharp in the skies. 
All alive with the camps of our heroes, down glancing 

with numberless eyes. 
Ha! the darkness is roofed like an arbor with streak- 

ings of shrapnel and shell. 
Till it seems like the vestibule lurid that leads to the 

chambers of hell ; 
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It is cleft with the fierce shooting cannon-flame, sprinkled 

with red dots of spray ; 
It is havoc's wild carnival revel, bequeathed to the 

night by the day. 

Dawn breaks, the sky clears — ha ! the shape upon 

Lookout's tall crest that we see, 
Is the bright beaming flag of the " White Star," the 

beautiful flag of the Free ! 
How it waves its rich folds in the zenith, and looks 

in the dawn's open eye, 
With its starred breast of pearl and of crimson, as if 

with heaven's colors to vie ! 
" Hurrah ! " rolls from Moccasin Point, and " Hurrah 1 " 

from bold Cameron's Hill 1 
Hurrah ! " peals from glad Chattanooga ! bliss seems 

every bosom to fill ! 
Thanks, thanks, ye heroes of Lookout ! brave 

Union boys ! during Time 
Shall stand this, your column of glory, — shall shine 

this, your triumph sublime 1 
To the deep mountain den of the panther the hunter 

climbed, drove him to bay, 
Then fought the fierce foe till he turned and fled, 

bleeding and gnashing away ! 
Fled away from the scene where so late broke his 

growls, and he shot down his glare, 
As he paced to and fro, for the hunter his wild craggy 

cavern to dare ! 
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Thanks, thanks, O ye heroes of Lookout! ye girded 
your souls to the fight. 

Drew the sword, dropped the scabbard, and went in 
the full conscious strength of your might ! 

Now climbing o'er rock and o'er tree-mound, up, up, 
by the hemlock ye swung ! 

Now plunging through thicket and swamp, on the edge 
of the hollow ye hung! 

One hand grasped the musket, the other clutched lad- 
der of root and of bough; 

The trunk the tornado had shivered, the landmark pale 
glimmering now. 

And now the mad torrent's white lightning ; — no drum 
tapped, no bugle was blown — 

To the words that encouraged each other, and quick 
breaths, ye toiled up alone ! 

Oh ! long as the mountains shall rise o'er the waters 
of bright Tennessee, 

Shall be told the proud deeds of the "White Star," 
the cloud-treading host of the free ! 

The camp-fire shall blaze to the chorus, the picket- 
post peal it on high, 

How was fought the fierce battle of Lookout — how 
won THE Grand Fight of the Sky ! 
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YiCKSBURG is ours. 
Hurrah ! 

Treachery cowers. 
Hurrah I 
Down reels the Eebel rag ! 
Up shoots the Starry flag ! 
High, like a beaconed crag, 
Let its light flash around 
All through the Union's bound, — 
Flash, till the welkin gleams I 
Flash, till the hills and streams, 
Cities and hamlets, throw 
Back a responsive glow ! 
Let the red rocket soar ! 
Let the deep cannon roar ! 
Bonfires their torrents pour ! 
Let the bells o'er and o'er 
Clang the joy, peal the glee, 
Waking one jubilee ! 
While the heart sends the shout, 
Lengthening in thunder out. 

Triumph is ours. 



Hurrah ! 
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Yicksburg is ours, 

Hurrah ! 
Rain the wreathed flowers, 
Hurrah ! 
Where the great river-band 
Links the bright States that stand 
Filling the Valley grand, 
See now that mighty Land, 
Stretching out either hand, 
From where his river flows, 
Out of its urn of snows 
To the perennial rose, — 
Never to know again 
On its free wave a chain ; 
But, while the waters wind. 
Know them a bond to bind 
Firm the great Union ; — shout 

All the broad nation then ! 
Let the joy ring about, 

So to be known of men 
Wherever men shall see 
Glory in Liberty ! 
Triumph is ours. 
Hurrah ! 

Yicksburg is ours. 

Hurrah ! 
Arch the green bowers, 

Hurrah ! 
Arch o'er the hero, who 




HURRAH! 

Nearer and nearer drew, 

Letting wise patience sway, 

Till, from his brave delay. 

Swift as the lightning's ray, 

Bounded he to the fray 

Full on his fated prey; 

Thundering upon his path. 
Swerving not, pausing not, 
Darting steel, raining shot, 
In his fierce onset, hot 

With his red battle-wrath ; 

Flashing on, thundering on ; — 
Pausing then once again. 
Curbing with mighty rein 
All his great heart, as vain 
Writhed the fierce foe, the chain 
Tighter and tighter wound, — 
Till the reward was found. 

Till the dread work was done, 

Till the grand wreath was won. 
Triumph is ours. 
Hurrah ! 

Haughty Lee cowers. 

Hurrah ! 
Doubt no more lowers. 
Hurrah ! 
Swell the full paean shout 
Over the Eebel rout ! 
Over the traitor horde 
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In our free Valley poured ! 
Coming in triumph proud, 
Coming with boasting loud, 
Black with their angry hate, 
Frowning avenging fate ; 
Coming with s worded might 
All the wide North to smite ; 
Coming with blazing torch 
All her green fields to scorch ; — 
Fleeing now, scathed and broke, 
At the red lightning-stroke 
Liberty wrathful woke ; — 
Reeling in dazzled flight 
At the grand sunburst light 
Liberty woke to sight. 
Bells ring out ! banners fly ! 
Festal flames seek the sky ! 
Triumph is ours, 
Hurrah ! 

Haughty Lee cowers, 
Hurrah ! 

Triumph is ours. 
Hurrah ! 
Arch too his sweeping way. 
He who in full array 
Sprang from bright Fortune's head 
Armed for the conflict dread. 
Armed in proud Freedom's right. 
Hurling his martial might 
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On the foe's serried files, — 
Once, twice, and thrice the fight 
Hurling ; red battle-piles. 
Torn in his mighty wrath, 
Heaping his thunder-path. 
Smiting till all was done. 
Till the fierce field was won ; 
And the foe, wild with fear. 
Plunged in his back career. 
Wild for the river near. 
Wild to hide there the drear 
Change from the onset, bright 
With his hope's fickle light : 
Triumph is ours. 
Hurrah ! 

Victory ours, 
Hurrah ! 
Proudly Meade towers, 



Banks, too, whose starry brain 
Shines over war's domain 
Bright as in civic reign. 
Who, with unyielding strain. 
Rent the Port Hudson chain, 
Last of the bonds that vain 
Flung the mad foe across 

Mississippi's mighty path ; — 
Have ye seen torrents toss 

Off their ice-bands in wrath? 



Hurrah ! 




HURRAH! 
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So, when the moment came, 
Did the strong Eiver claim 
All his grand liberty. 
Fools ! did ye deem to see 
Fettered the Conqueror, — 
He whose majestic sweep 
Grasps the world's climates ? Soar 

Eagle, in rapture ! leap 
Echoes, as high and bold 
All round the shout is rolled ! 
As on each roof and hold 
Banners, from every fold. 
Flash joy in sunny gold. 
As in tones uncontrolled, 
Still is the gladness told. 
Shouted o'er wood and wold. 
In the bell's music knolled, 

Vicksburg is ours. 
Hurrah ! 

Victory ours, 



Grant, Meade, and Banks ours, 
Hurrah ! 



Hurrah ! 




COLONEL LEWIS BENEDICT, 

KILLED AT PLEASANT HILL, UPPER LOUISIANA, APRIL 9, 1864. 

We laid him in his last and patriot rest; 

Dark Death but couched him on Fame's living breast. 

We twine the sorrowing cypress o'er his grave, 

And let the star-bright banner loftier wave 

At mention of his deeds ! In manhood's prime, — 

Blossoms the pinions waved by smiling Time — 

He left life's warbling bowers for duty's path. 

Where the fierce war-storm flashed its reddest wrath; 

Path proud, though rough; outrang the trumpet's blast: 

To arms, to arms ! down to the dust is cast 
The flag, the dear old flag, by Treason's hand ! " 
And the deep thundering sound rolled onward through 
the land. 

In the quick throngs of fiery life that rushed 
To smite for native land till wrong was crushed. 
And right stood planted firm upon its rock, 
None rose more glad, none bore the battle-shock 
More brave : — at courier Williamsburg he drew 
First his good sword ; his eagle daring flew 
Into the storm so deep it wrapt him round; 
But, scorning still to yield, he strove, till bound 
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Fast by the grasp of the admiring foe, 

Struggling though in the toil, still striking blow on 



Pent in close prison walls long, long black hours, 
Yet the strong, skyward-pinioned spirit cowers 
To naught; that steel-nerved will the loftier towers, 
Treading the painful thorns like pleasant flowers. 
Free once again, war's trumpet-clangors ring 
The warrior to the birthplace of the Spring. 
Where the stern Mississippi sea-like sweeps. 
To summer flowers, pine cones of wintry steeps, 
Into Death's eyes again he fixed his gaze. 
Lo ! where Port Hudson's deadly ramparts blaze ! 
Whose that tall form that towers when all lie low. 
Brow to the sun, and bosom to the foe ? 
Brow to the sun, his brave sword in his hand. 
Pointing " There — up and onward, patriot band ! " 
Again ! red batteries hurling awful hail. 
Like the fierce sleet that loads the thundering gale. 
Ranks crushed beneath showered shot and shell, like 
grain, 

By that same sleet, across the lieaped-up plain. 
Full in the fort's hot, gaping hell, he leads 
His stormers ; slaughter drives his flashing steeds 
Trampling broad lanes amid the serried might ; 
But on, bathed deep in battle's awful light. 
On that tall form, with lightnings all around; 
Firm his proud step along the streaming ground, 
Quaking with cannon-thunders; up his tread, 



blow. 
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Up to the parapet; above his head 
The starry flag, borne by a hand that falls 
Death-struck; he grasps the flag — the Rebel walls 
See the waved stars in that strong clutch, till back 
The ebbing conflict drags him in its track. 

Once more in other scenes he meets the foe. 
Overmatched, our columns stagger to their blow; 
Vain on their squares bold Emory's files are hurled ; 
Backward the dashing cataract is whirled, 
Splintered to spray. Oh, banner of the skies, 
Flag of the rising constellations, dyes 
Of dawn, not sunset ! shalt thou trail in dust ? 
Shall blind, dead darkness hide our blazing trust ! 
On, braves ! but no — they pause — they reel — they 
break ! 

Now, like some towering cliff no storm can shake. 
Our hero stands ; he forms each tottering square. 
Through them the blazing thunderbolts may tear. 
But vain ; — the bulwark stands, a living wall. 
Between the foeman and the banner's fall. 
Then, the dread last — oh, woful, woful day ! 
Ah, the dimmed glory of that trophied fray! 
Ah, the fell shadow of that triumph's ray ! 
Hurling the charging foemen back, at last. 
Onward he sweeps — on, onward, fierce and fast, 
On through the keen, red hissing air — ah, woe. 
That ruthless fate should deal such cruel blow! 
On, through the keen, red hurtling air : but see 
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That form — it reels — it sinks ! that heart, so free 
To dare the battle-tempest's direst might, 
Winged with the quick, fierce lightning of the fight, 
And soaring through the victory's gladdening light, 
Up to untroubled realms, hath passed in instant 
flight I 

Death, where he fell, in roses red inurned^ 
His form — war's hue and love's — and they were 
turned 

To laurels at the touch, and one green twine 
From them the land hath wrought to deck the hero's 
shrine. 

He fell in conflict's fiercest, wildest flame; 

And now his loved and laurelled ashes claim 

Our heartfelt sorrow ! for among the brave, 

None braver; and when battle left his eye, 

None softer! Let the stricken Nation sigh 

For such as he who perish by the way, 

While up on crimson feet she toils to greet the day. 

Ah, the bright hour he came, though weak and low 
With prison languors ! Merrily on were borne 
The clang of the welcome-bells ; clang, clang, they 
rang ! 

Joy in our hearts in answering music sprang ! 
And all shone pleasureful! One long, long toll, 

1 Colonel Benedict fell literally on a bed of crimson roses, — the wild 
Louisiana rose. 

VOL. II. 20 



Hosted byCjOOQle 



806 COLONEL LEWIS BENEDICT. 



One long, deep lingering sound that tells the goal 
Of some spent life, then moans along the air, 
As sorrowing hands our hero's ashes bear 
To lie in honored state ; we saw his form 
Sprinkled with blossoms breathing fresh and warm; 
That form so still, so peaceful to our gaze 
That soared so grand amid the battle's blaze. 
Scorning the shrieking shell, the whizzing ball, 
Sleeping so still beneath his warrior-pall ! 

We bore him to his sylvan home ; there flowers 
Should o'er him smile : but chief, the oak that 
towers 

Unbowed by blasts, and breaks but to the dart 
Of the red bolt, from that heroic heart 
Should spring ; for, mid his kindly graces soared 
A firm -knit will — a purpose strong, that warred 
In deep disdain of Fortune's fitful breath. 
And only bowed its rock-clutched strength to Death. 
There shall he lie. "When our new kindled sun 
Shall dawn, his first rejoicing rays shall run 
In gold o'er graves like his — Fame's gold — that 
Time 

Shall brighten — and his monument sublime. 
Oh, seek it not in stone, but in piled hearts 
That loved him! the carved marble soon departs. 
But the heart's token, sent through ages down. 
Warm in its living might, mocks Time's most wither- 
ing frown. 
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Blessed is he who suffers ; ^ and we know 
A solemn joy, that one whose manhood's glow 
Faded so soon, should die to mark how grand 
Above all fleeting life, to die for Native Land. 

1 Benedictus quipatitur. Motto of the Benedict Family. 
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The Flag of the Eagle will never be furled, 
Though battle-skies frown with the wrath of a world ! 
Like the brave bird, its emblem, the wilder the blast, 
The broader its storm-scorning folds will be cast: 
Mighty Flag of the Eagle ! 

Grand sign to the nations that Liberty here, 
A sun-burst from darkness, shines fixed in her sphere ; 
Where, free from the clouds that long clung to her 
way, 

She sees the world kindle its light from her ray : 
Beaming Flag of the Eagle ! 

Our broad fold of glory was wrought in a loom 
That bent from Maine's snow-drifts to Florida's bloom ; 
And the North by the God of their Fathers have 
sworn, 

That ne'er into fragments that Flag shall be torn : 
Dearest Flag of the Eagle ! 

This bright-beaming banner, this Eed, White, and Blue, 
Brought down from its birthplace each beautiful hue; — 
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The dawn and the noontide, starred night and the 
moon, 

Have each in one splendor there blended its boon : 
Sky-born Flag of the Eagle ! 

Proud symbol of Freedom ! man's footsteps are pressed 
Unchecked to the Canaan that beckons him West, 
Where blazes our banner, the sign that our clime 
Shines the Autumn, the full gorgeous Autumn of Time ; 

Oh ! grand Flag of the Eagle ! 

As night brings to view the stars ever on high, 
So gloom has revealed us our glory of sky; 
We still pour our treasure and blood thick and fast. 
But shall not the Flag stream in triumph at last? 



Oh, yes, the signs deepen ; the Nemesis blow 
Shall soon reach the quick of the insolent foe. 
Down, down shall he fall to our compassing spear. 
That will turn to a staff, which with rapture will rear 



Flashing Flag of the Eagle ! 



Our land's Flag of the Eagle ! 




FREDERICK LYMAN TREMAIN, 

LIEUTENANT- COLONEL IOtH NEW YORK CAVALRY, KILLED AT 

hatcher's run, FEB. 6th, 1865. 

Song for the young and brave ! 
A paean for his bright though brief career ! 

But a low dirge above his warrior-grave, 
The sudden closing to his opening year! 
Grief twines with glory! "While his morn was red, 
His Alma Mater's bowers all greenly spread, 
Joy in his heart, fair fortune at his side, 
Home's dear delights, and friends that loved with pride, 
He turned from all to stem the battle's tide 
For his loved land, and for that land he died. 
Amid the roaring rain of musketry. 

And thunder-shock of volleys, the keen play 
Of bayonet-lightning, his slight form we see 

Proud in the van, and where death's crimson way 
Was wildest; woe that he should perish there 

In his fresh strength, while hewing opening road 
With his good sword, to where fame, bright and rare 
For one so young, stood holding high in air 

The laurel-wreath ! In strife, how fiercely glowed 
His heart ! in rest, how full of love and mirth ! 
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Blue shone the sky, and flowery smiled the earth, 
For toward all human kind his heart in gladness 
flowed. 

The saddle was his throne, and he a king. 

When the fierce squadron dashed in thundering 
might — 

A cataract of swords and shots, a wing 
Of rushing carnage, a quick cleaving flight 

Of deadliest leaven. Lo ! a glorious raid ! 

And the galloping steeds and the gleam and the 
clang 

Of the ride o'er the mountain, through forest and glade, 
And the keen thrilling peals of the trumpet! how 
sprang 

The hamlet with terror, as on came the burst 
Of the troopers, and shouting and flame told the 
worst ! 

While they swept off the grain, and they dashed down 
the wall, 

And clutched the rich spoils, then away one and all ! 
As the night rang with clash and deep thunder of 
bound. 

And blushed deep with crimson, and day heard the 
sound, 

From field and from village, of wailing and wrath, 
While the foe sought in vain to block Sheridan's 
path ! 

And mid them our eager young hero; no toil 
Too stern for his striving, no battle-turmoil 
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Too deep for his daring; no duty undone 

Till gathered the harvest, the triumph was won. 

A long lament for him, the youthful dead. 

The bravest of the brave, most kind and true! 
The blossom scarce to perfect life had spread, 

The sun had scarcely climbed the morning-blue ! 
And yet so firm he looked at coming death. 
With eye so dauntless, such untrembling breath. 
It seemed a mark of scorn. The bullet sped. 
And hours rolled onward, while, with creeping tread, 
The shadowy foe approached ; and when his dart 
Was reared to reach his young, warm, generous heart, 
With tenderest love of friends upon his lips. 
He entered, undismayed, life's dread and dark eclipse. 

Song for the young and brave ! 
Long as the land shall live he died to save. 
Shall honor cast fresh wreaths upon his grave. 
Not lost his young career! it shines a light 
To kindle other hearts with patriot might, 
And when strife calls again, to flame a beacon for the 



Although, alas, home's fractured altar shows 
A shrouded radiance, a great Nation knows 
Her darkened orbs, and keeps them in her heart! 
And, when the frowning clouds of war depart, 
Her grateful love shall kindle them anew. 
And constellate their rays forever in her view. 



fight! 




POEM DELIVERED AT THE OPENING OF 
THE ALBANY ARMY RELIEF BAZAAR. 



To sooth man's heart by sin and sorrow riven, 
A sky-born Triad God has kindly given 
Full of all joy, — Faith, Hope, and Charity, 
And the bright last, the brightest of the Three. 
Child of Compassion, she stands nearest Him, 
Whose great compassion that no cloud can dim 
Pillars our path to guide us from our ban. 
And so by prophet-lips He told her truth to Man. 

For self alone her radiant sisters bloom, — 
Hope to sustain us. Faith to star our gloom; 
But she ascends on self, and far and wide 
Seeks but to know, her blessings to divide; 
Turns from the blossom to the bitter thorn. 
To dreariest midnight^ from the cheeriest morn; 
While the effulgence by her presence shed. 
Brightens the scene where'er her blessed tread, 
Wakening the rose upon the thorn, with light 
Of her starred home, illumining the night; 
With the sweet dew-drops melting from her heart, 
Bidding in arid wastes the flower and fountain start. 
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Thus where her brightening, wakening footsteps wend, 

Pain knows its balm, the friendless find a friend; 

In the dark alley joy succeeds to woe — 

The shivering garret feels a fireside glow ; 

And as she blends the effluence of the Three, 

God in the gloom she rouses Faith to see — 

On her firm anchor Hope again to lean, 

And so she walks the earth and sheds her angel skeen. 

If thus she yields her blessings to the race. 

Wreathing with Plenty's smile Want's pallid face ; 

Checking the orphan's cry, the widow's tear; 

Softening the couch of suffering with her cheer ; 

Brightening the clouds that hourly veil our view; 

Casting a gleam o'er Sorrow's customed hue ; 

Far sweeter, holier beams her living light. 

Kindling the cause that crowds these walls to-night, — 

Cause of the hearts that stood at Duty's call ; 

Front to the foe, a rock-hewn human wall. 

Till by War's lightning shocks of dire disease, 

A shattered wreck a saddened nation sees, — 

Sees but to aid, — for as they bared the brow, 

In need our hearts shall rally round them now. 

Man shall send forth in kindliest cheer his store. 

And woman's pity heavenliest blessings pour ; 

In childhood's prayer their names find nightly rest, 

And the whole nation fold them in her breast. 

Now as we view these wrecks of battle's wrath. 
Let peopled memory tread a backward path 
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Brief in its years, in suffering, oh, how long ! 
Dreary with dread and dark with gloomiest wrong, 
To where the South — a crouching tiger — glared, 
With front all frowning and with fangs all bared, 
At the great North, that, wondering, marked the sight. 
And, though unready, calm in conscious might. 
Hark ! a sound rings along the startled air — 
Hath the fierce tiger bounded from his lair ? 
Again the roar! and see, the banner bright 
Kindling the dark, Hope's sole and struggling light. 
Torn from on high and trampled in disdain, 
And one fierce arm then rends the fold in twain. 
While one in threat is lifted at the North ; 
As when the mountain tempest dashes forth. 
Red with its lightning, roaring with its blast. 
Till the wide scene in chaos wild is cast — 
So in its wrath the North's great bosom whirled. 
Thought, feeling, passion, into chaos hurled. 
Fierce, struggling, wild ; — but now, swift, mighty, 
grand, 

God's Spirit moved across the quivering land ; 
Quick ceased the chaos, battle's star was orbed. 
Which every leaping pulse in all the realm absorbed. 

Spirit benign, love of native land ! 
For thee the sword leaps flashing to the hand ; 
For thee, long death is one brief smile of joy, 
And loftiest thoughts their loftiest powers employ ; 
What though stern Winter chains the crouching clime ? 
Warm glows the bosom in thy fire sublime; 
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Soft luxury's slave that sleeps amid his flowers, 
Leaps to the foe and battles through his bowers; 
Age for thy sake will cast his crutch aside ; 
Youth for thy love renounce his new-made bride; 
The widow's heart unloose the boy, to dare 
War's thunders hurtling through his native air; 
All round thy heavens thou sweepest fondest glance, 
Holy thou boldest all thy earth's expanse, 
Daunting the despot, fain to see unfurled 
His crimsoned banner o'er a conquered world. 
Leaving glad Peace to plant the harvest gold, 
Eear his broad roofs, the sea's wide stores unfold, 
Lead civilization in its grand emprise, 
And raise man's nature to his native skies. 

Thus, through the North the thundering shout arose, 
Life to our land, destruction to our foes ! 
Lift the starred banner ! bare the battle-brand ! 
Death to our foes, but life to native land ! 
Then, as the tempest bursting on the hills, 
Turns to wild torrents all the trickling rills. 
So as the tumult throbbed o'er hill and plain. 
Leaped the live floods, and roaring, swept amain. 
Up, with one bound, New England towered on high, 
Loud to the heavens New York launched mightiest 
cry. 

The Keystone's bayonet ghttered on the air. 
Broad to the fight the Buckeye's breast stood bare, 
And the whole grand unconquerable West, 
Quick to the van, in war's wild frenzy pressed, 
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While as the strong wind rattles through the trees,, 
The burst of banners ladened every breeze. 

As looked the South, she saw the rising cloud 

Blackening and blackening, ruin's threatening shroud;- 

Shook on her ear a stern, foreboding hum, 

The wrathful rolling of the Northern drum ; 

Cut on her eye one keen, portentous light, 

The Northern war-swords flashing into sight; 

Did for one moment the Magnolia quail. 

As howled the Pine its challenge down the gale ? 

Did the starred Cross an instant lose its hue, 

As^ its far spears the roused Aurora threw ? 

Oh, that the heavens had flashed some sign of fear 

To daunt the foeman in his mad career ! 

Then still had Peace with blessing pinions fanned 

The smiling bosom of a happy land. 

As the maimed hero meets our sorrowing eyes. 
War's changeful pictures on the fancy rise. 

Lo, the lone outpost, in the rainy night ! 

The ghostly woods ; the camp-fire's cheery light ; 

The dashing Rapidan ; the gloom all round ; 

The neighboring mountain's close and scowling bound ; 

" What darkness ! come Jack, draw your log up, lad ! 

The night is threatening, but our hearts are glad ! 

Take my canteen ! a drink to absent friends ! 

That Fair Oaks' fight was rough ! — when all this 



ends 
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Won't we fly homeward? — see that cedar nigh, 

Torn by some shell ! such might be you or I ! 

Doth it not seem within the camp-fire's glare, 

Old slouched-hat, red-garbed Stonewall Jackson there 

Watching our bivouac? hark, a snap! a tread! 

A Rebel picket! there, there, where the red 

Kindles yon thicket ! quick, Jack, while I push 

Through the persimmons, crawl to yonder bush ! 

See if the ford be crossed by any one ; 

Naught here ! some creature of the wood ! my gun 

Will doubtless rest to-night, it is too wild; 

Naught seen. Jack ! well, we Ve been too quick beguiled 

By some chance sound ! we '11 talk of home ! how plain 

I see the old red homestead in the lane ! 

The barn, the mossy apple-trees where first 

In Spring the bluebird's merry carol burst ! 

And the deep woods, the upland fields that crown. 

Where the red robin sang the sunset down ! 

And see you. Jack, our mother, knitting by 

The evening lamp ! our memories prompt that sigh 

Dear John ! but stay ! such thoughts we must disown, 

We, the sworn children of The Flag alone." 

Morn breaks — fall in — the long-roll sounds — fall 
in — 

The foe ! — the foe ! — quick, with that battery win 
The ridge I forward brigade ! yon line advance ! 
On, Kearny, bravest of the brave ! your glance 
Is like a cannon-flash ! on, Hooker ! sweep 
The foe at double-quick ! on, Sumner, leap 
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With the quick lightning of your deadly corps 
Full at their heart! swift, Meade, your column pour 
On yon dense square ! ha ! those keen yells ! in flank 
Fierce Longstreet comes ! close up ! close up the rank ! 
Wheel up the guns — unlimber — open now ! 
Ho the red lanes those shares of battle plough ! 
Now for the bayonet charge ! hurrah ! they fly ! 
Hurrah ! they scour like leaves of Autumn's sky ! 
Now, Stoneman, launch your thunderbolt of horse ! 
On in wild fury speeds their thundering course ! 
A hurricane of cheers ! our Eagle towers. 
Wing to the sun, for Victory's wreath is ours ! 

The moonlight smiles ; but, oh ! the woful sight ! 
The dread, dread horrors of the battle-night ! 
The sky's soft silver sleeps on man and steed. 
The dead and dying ! check your step ! take heed 
This bleeding boy ! a gray sire near him lies, 
The moonlight gleaming in his glaring eyes; 
Strewed all round, guns, broken cannon-wheels, 
And piles of death; the heart with horror reels, 
And, fleeing from this field of slaughter's reign, 
Lets the moon's quiet steep the scene again. 

And now the heavenly healing-gates expand. 
Sending their cry for succor through the land! 
The soldier moaning on his pallet, calls. 
And he who in despairing prison-walls, 
Famine's keen, gnawing, burning horror knows ; 
Oh, bitter agonies ! oh, myriad woes ! 
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For needful, rightful help, could all the cries 
Through the broad North be blent, the pitying skies 
Surely would bend and weep such tender dew. 
That angel-tears would seem soft dropping through. 

And angel-hearts have risen ; not now the rush 
Of fiery man Rebellion's life to crush. 
But woman, ministering spirit, stands. 
Heaven in her presence. Heaven's gifts in her hands; 
Bending not only o'er the couch where lie 
All shapes of woe, but, with uplifted eye. 
Pointing the land, with heart aroused, to see 
Waiting a welcome, wing-spread Charity. 

And thus our loved old city bids arise. 

Like morning's mist, these walls before our eyes ! 

Growth of an hour ! and now a fairy scene. 

Quick with its life, and dazzling with its sheen. 

Spoils of all regions shine profusely here, 

All that is flashed from fancy's sunniest sphere, — 

Wrought from fine skill or born from happiest thought, 

Caught from quick moods, or in slow labor taught, 

Flag, drapery, picture, gem and statue all. 

Steeping in myriad colors roof and wall. 

Sign of our clime's kaleidoscope of race. 
Here with its gifts finds every nation place. 
First of the radiant sympathizing band 
Shines in this world, our noble native land ! 
Reared on our beating hearts, she towers o'er all, 
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While pleading glances on her children call. 
The star-gemmed blue for endless Union glows ; 
The red and white, death, terror, to her foes ; 
Cling in her sorrow to her glorious side, 
And in her coming triumph share her pride ! 

Holland's proud motto links her to our land, 
And like us, holding it with tongue and brand! 
JEendracht maecht macht ! and with it proud and free, 
Her bosom's dyke has back dashed fortune's stormiest 



Sisterly Russia smiles in furred attire ! 

Her heart in need warmed ours with kindliest fire! 

And over nearer but more distant lands 

Good wishes glide across our bridge of hands. 

Old England, firm ancestral grasp extends ! 
Mother to child ! Auld Scotia's tartan sends 
Her greeting too, an' gars ye weel to ken 
O' loch an' brae an' bluebell, holm an' glen ; 
While Erin's shamrock in full blossom shows 
How, heart in hand, her generous ardor glows. 

Then Italy in every charm arrayed, 

And Switzerland, the bold, free mountain maid; 

France, graceful, courtly ; proud romantic Spain ; 

Dreaming Germania, with her mystic brain; 

With pearl-hung Ind, the Orient darkly bright, 

All in one picture wrought and dazzling wide the sight. 
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Hail, too, this day ! for by it Heaven 

Sent down a fleshly splendor, 
Who, to our fall'n but struggling race 

The loftiest type should render. 

Our Counsellor and Warrior Chief, — 

Moses and Joshua blended, — 
He soared in native altitude. 

Nor paused till he ascended. 

Earth's mightiest souls toil up, and work 

At best some faint evangel, 
But he stooped down — his duty wrought, 

And then resumed the angel. 

He bore upon his dauntless breast 

The burden of a nation ; 
His pulse gave life-beat to its heart, 

His mighty arm salvation. 

No marble tomb for him ! his fame 

Shines whiter, more supernal, 
And age to age will hand it down 

In life and bloom eternal. 

The earth holds one Niagara, 

The sky one central glory ; 
And man can boast one Washington, 

And our land claims his story. 
1 Twenty-second of February, the day of the Bazaar's inauguration. 
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And his great spirit with our land 

In love holds close communion, 
Nerves every arm, fires every heart, 

In struggle for the Union. 

Oh, long did our Eagle stand chained to his rock! 
At last with a wing-burst of thunder-like shock, — 
Red bolts in his talons, red wrath in his glare. 
And death in his wild shriek, — he sprang to the air; 
Ne'er back for a moment that pinion he drew, 
But onward, right onward, right onward he flew ! 
One bolt shone at Shiloh, at Donelson one. 
And one made grand Gettysburg flash as the sun ; 
While the last lightning launched from his terrible 
quiver 

Made Lookout a beacon of glory forever. 
Each region wherever he sweeps is his own. 
And straightway from out its foul shade it has 
shone — 

Shone out with its freedom of tongue, pen, and press. 
Those earth - stars that shine for our race but to 
bless ; 

And ne'er shall he pause, till, proud downward he 
swings. 

To slake in the Gulf his free, triumph -clad wings, 

And loud alleluiahs rise wide as the blast. 

For the day of true glory clear dawning at last. 

And now, in a vision prophetic the eye 
Views earth and air glowing in magical dye. 
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The sunset of Time 1 earth's millennial light — 
See, what is that shape gleaming grand on the sight — 
Our nation, with Time in companionship's link, 
And reaching together Eternity's brink. 
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One more true hero perished ! once again 

We mourn our vernal flowers ! oh, fatal strife ! 

Our best and bravest crowd the battle-plain ! 
Carnage holds carnival ! the sword bears reign I 
Peace droops in tears ! but not, but not in vain 

The woe ! upon it hangs our nation's life ! 

For this the living ramparts rise, for this 
The floods of living fire that wrathful dart 
From the volcano of the nation's heart I 
And those who act their stern but holy part, 

Feel it is bliss to strive, — to perish, bliss. 

And he we mourn was one of those ; he sprang 
When in his ear the land's loud war-cry rang; 
Sprang from the joys of home, the opening flowers 
The gladdening songs that make the hovering hours 
So heavenly to the young; with one brave bound 

He finds the battle's front; a fiery flood 
Pours on his scanty band; the waves whirl round 

Our youthful Brave, — a maelstrom, seething blood, — 
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But firm he stands; he breasts the dashing fire 
Until the surges pile so fierce their ire 
They hurl him back, but facing still the flow 
With brow unquailing and unfailing blow. 
Thy field, Manassas, saw no brave deeds done 
Brighter than his ! and there his first green wreath he 
won ! 

And thou, O red and trophied Wilderness ! 

Didst see him in thy midnight depths the same 
In valiant strength ; again fierce numbers press, 

A legion, a vast legion breathing flame. 
And he with not a score ; Old Glory streams. 

With scarce a guard; to it he, burning, leaps. 
His heart its guard ; once more its splendor gleams, 

Poised on that heart; the living torrent sweeps 
Upon the grand Old Banner, but he rears 

Its radiance still; in vain that torrent heaps 
Its fury, still its starry blazon cheers 
The few brave souls around him; from his post 
His leader, " Stand, until my rallied host 
Shall come ! " and stand he did, and strike with heart 
and hand. 

All through the crimsoned Wilderness he went, 
With strength untiring and with soul unbent. 
All through, all through, the same young Brave, the 
same ! 

Through the fierce hurricane of blood and flame ! 
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But thou, O Petersburg ! oh, scene of dread, 

Oh, scene of dread and woe, thou saw'st him fall \\ 
Death rode triumphant on the fated ball ; 
Its fiery finger searched his life ! outspread 
The healing-portals, healing not for him ! 
Oh, many were the hours, long, dreary, dim, 
He saw ; and at his home, his shrouded home ! 
Hope now would smile, then painful doubt would roam 
Around his lingering, suffering couch, while there 
He lay with cheerful, meek, and patient air, 
Eesigned to all. Death slowly came at last, — 

" It is my Saviour's will ! " he said ; then murmured, 



' Nearer, my God, to Thee ; ' " and as he passed 
" Higher ! " he said, and high, " higher " flew his 
heavenward wing ! 

Such was our youthful Brave ! and such as he 
Boasts our fair land ; no marvel she is free ! 
Free as the lightning round the mountain's peak ! 
Free as the air that fans Old Ocean's cheek ! 
And with a grateful, full, though bleeding heart. 

She crowns with wreaths her every heroes brow ! 
Death, conquering death, how blunted droops his dart. 

To such, oh, gallant friend, oh, youthful Brave, as 



Sing 



Thou! 
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Aye, bring back the banners and fold them in rest ! 
Fulfilled their high mission, their holy behest ! 
Stained with blood, scorched with flame, hanging tat- 
tered and torn, 
Yet dearer, by far, than when, bright, they were borne 



As we gaze at their tatters, what battle-fields rise. 
Fields flashing in deeds of sublimest emprise ? 
When earth rocked with thunder, the sky glared with 
fire, 

And Havoc's red pinion dashed onward in ire ! 



Press the Stars to the lips, clasp the Stripes to the 



Let us swear their grand memories shall not depart ! 
They waved in this contest of Union and Right, 
And our Eagle shall waft them, wide streaming in light, 



By brave hearts to glory ! 



Deeds deathless in glory ! 



heart ! 



To our summit of glory ! 
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There — hope-darting beacons, starred shrines — shall 
they glow, 

Lighting Liberty's way to the breast of the foe ; 
Till her spear smites with splendor the gloom, and our 
sun, 

One broad central orb, shall again brighten one 



Mighty nation of glory ! 




THE NEW PLANTING OF THE OLD FLAG 
ON FORT SUMTER. 

Wide waves the loved banner again on the wall 
That saw, shame on rebels and traitors, its fall ! 
Our symbol of Union, the dear native flag, 
Streams aloft from its staff as a cloud from its crag ! 



How darkly remembrance looks back to the hour, 
When Treason sprang forth in the pride of its power ; 
Fierce Titan assaulting with terrible hate, 
But crushed down at last, by just vengeance of Fate, 



No cloud in the sky told the wrath hidden there ! 
Though a mutter was heard, it was wasted in air ! 
No fear in our heart, not a sinew was strung ! 
Oh, the North, in what soft-scented couch was it flung ! 



A keen, sudden sparkle would glance from the flowers ; 
A hiss pierce the lullaby strain of the hours ; 
A writhing be felt, then the nation would start. 
But the warble of Peace would anew hush its heart 



Dear flag of our glory ! 



To ruin eternal ! 



Of snake-veiling roses ! 



In soft, rosy slumber. 
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At last from the couch shot a serpent-like ray, 
A keen-cutting hiss chased the warble away; 
Aside the soft roses were scattered, and lo ! 
In his gleam and his wrath stood the venomous foe, 
And struck in wild fury. 

The North, roused from wonder, upsprang with a bound, 
Shook earth with a stamp that called legions around, 
Aloft waved his banner, drew Liberty's brand 
With flash like a sunburst, that brightened the land; 
Grand sunburst of glory ! 

Our bright-bannered eagle, how proudly it fell ! 
The sky burned a blaze — a red leven of shell. 
The ground shook with cannon, air quivered with 
flame. 

Still it waved, high it waved, till, untainted with shame, 
It bowed its brave splendors ! 

The shame went where parricides stood in their glee ! 
Dear flag of our country, grand flag of the free ! 
Did they deem, the stained traitors, their horrible hail 
Could its memories blight, turn its blazonries pale ! 
Illumed and immortal ? 

As it sank to the smiter, it seemed to the Land 
That WASHiNaTON's heart felt the parricide hand; 
It planted its battle-foot firm in its path, 
And launched on the smiter full blaze of its wrath, ^ — 
Sharp bolts of its thunder. 
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Have ye seen the cloud rising, still rising on high, 
Though the blast streams against it, still mounting the 
sky? 

A shred here and there may be torn, but the mass 
Soars aloft, speeds along, blotting all in its pass 
To air's sole dominion! 

Thus our nation ! the lightning of battle wrote keen 
On its brow, starred with hope in unchangeable sheen, 
Fierce Shiloh ! famed Gettysburg ! grander than 
all, 

The Wilderness strife, where first stooped to its fall 
The black flag of Treason ! 

And the same noble heart that, undaunted, unbent, 
Let our scorched and smoked banner, all blackened, 
and rent, 

Yet full of great glory, sway slow from its height; 
Now rears it again, kindled newly in light. 
New birth of our nation ! 

As the fold ghded up did not Washington seem 
To shed from his bright greeting presence a beam ? 
And the war-shattered fortress, the stern battered pile, 
Feel a thrill in the light of the flag's olden smile. 
New birth of our banner? 

And the thrill darted off through the nation's whole 
heart, 

Till it felt a fresh current of ecstasy start. 
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And saw, in its Eed, White, and Blue, the bright sign 
That the rainbow of Peace was beginning to twine 
Sweet braid o'er the breaking. 

Shout lo Triumphe ! shout, shout it anew ! 
The sign, the bright sign, it was true, it was true I 
Peal louder the paean! blend voices, rock towers 
With frenzy of bells ! the grand triumph is ours ; 
Fierce Treason hath fallen ! 

But hark ! a dread crash breaks at once from our sky ! 
On the winds of the South comes a sorrowful cry! 
The heart of the nation is cloven in twain 
By the blow which the nation's loved chieftain has 
slain 

With vengeance infernal ! 

In honor and tears he is borne to his rest, 
In the green prairie-seas, the wide world of the West ; 
States rise as he passes, fling wreaths on his bier; 
Their bloom turned to cypress, to wailing their cheer, 
O'er the pure and high-hearted. 

In the nation's cleft heart shall be builded his tomb. 

To stand till the trumpet shall thunder of doom ; 

On her tongue shall his name live in music; what 

seeds 

Of blessings untold have been sown by his deeds 
Of light everlasting ! 
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Hail, hail to our heroes ! Time's finger sublime 
Shall write their bold deeds on the brow of our clime ! 
Thrice hail Grant and Sherman ! joined ever in fame 
As the voice of the cannon is joined to its flame, — 
The lightning to thunder. 

Thrice hail to bold Farragut lashed to his mast, 
Where he waved like a War-Flag ! unceasing and fast 
Streamed the shot gleaming hot, till he tore from quick 
death 

The live wreath of glory ! Song, pour out your breath ! 
Hail, King of the Ocean ! 

Hail, hail to our nation in Union again ! 
Oh, ages to come will but brighten the chain ! 
From gray cloud and snowdrift to blue sky and flowers, 
States linked like the Milky-way, all, all are ours. 
Give God the great glory ! 
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A WAIL is on the air, the solemn sound 

Of a great nation's loss ! its mighty grief 
Heaves deep pulsations through its utmost bound. 

The nation's loftiest one, its mightiest chief, 
Lies stricken foully low ; the bitter wail 
Fills every heart, and swells on every gale. 
The nation's chief lies low ! Not laurelled Death, 
At his life's end, bore quietly his breath ; 
But, while his manhood's oak stood tall and strong, 
Sunshine upon it, in it, happy song, 
And the blue heavens shone o'er without a frown, 
Then ! horror ! then, the keen, red bolt shot down ! 
War at his feet his thundering trump had dashed, 

And Peace was taking up her warbling lyre, 
And flowers were burying soft the thorns, when flashed, 

How quick ! how deadly ! the assassin's fire. 
Quick, like the shooting of the serpent's fang 
Before the victim shrinks ! the lightning sprang. 
And the strong heart was cloven ! Woe, deep woe 
To the dear land he loved ! her tears must flow 
Through many a lingering year ! for his great soul 
Was full of her, her glory was his goal. 
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